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RAZO RCAKE IS a magazine dedicated to DIY punk, independent culture, and amplifying unheard 


voices. As a 501(c)(3) non-profit organization, we’re sustained by subscriptions, donations, advertisements, and 
grants. All support is greatly appreciated. We feel when we work together, life is a little more bearable. On one side 
is a terrifying culture of manipulation, and on the other side are all of us. 


Anyone has the potential to be a Razorcake contributor. If you don’t see or hear what you’d like covered, lend us a helping hand. 
If you’re knowledgeable about DIY punk, are open to the editing of your work, can meet deadlines, and follow instructions, we'll 
consider your contribution. All creative content is done on a volunteer basis. Razorcake does not tolerate racist, sexist, homophobic, 
transphobic, or ableist bullshit—and we've held these ethics since our start in 2001. DIY punk can’t be fully captured, understood, 
or expressed by white men. Diversity makes us a better punk organization. We're encouraging people who are marginalized—by 
ethnicity, gender, sexuality, class, and personal experience—to submit material to Razorcake. Let’s work with each other. 
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AIRSTREAM FUTURES 
LE FEU ET LE SABLE 
LIMITED EDITION VINYL 


2nd album by Punk 4=piece from 
Chicago, Illinois, featuring 
members from The Bomb, The 


Methadones, and Bow & Spear. This 
is a band making urgent and 
catchy music in the present. The 
album was produced by Derek Grant 
(Alkaline Trio) & Rodrigo Palma 
(Saves the Day). 

















SCREAMING AT TRAFFIC 
eT) ae te) a) 
LIMITED EDITION VINYL 


Debut album from the Punk Rock 
cosmonauts from Winnipeg, Mb, 
Canada, who are made up of Duncan 
Murta, Paul Colman, and Stefan 
Sia Godard. Their no-frills 
emo=mpunk riffing add to the 
group's frenzied live perfomances 
and raw, yet melodic songwriting. 
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LIMITED EDITION COLOURED VINYL 


New Full length LP from the 
Former Cell Mates front man, with 
contributions from members of 
Hyde & Beast, plus Futureheads 
front man, Barry Hyde. Burdon’s 
songwriting has matured, whilst 
his live shows retain the 
spontanaeity and excitement of 
his punk rock background. 





DAVE SMALLEY § THE BANDOLEROS 
JOIN THE OUTSIDERS 
LIMITED EDITION COLOURED VINYL 


Dave Smalley, the legendary Punk 
Rock singer (DYS, All, Dag Nasty, 


Down by Law) has a new band. 
Formed in 2017, Mr. Smalley has 
united with The Bandeoleros, 


three Spanish gys, and one crazy 
Argentinian, to create 11 solid 
punk hits. 
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LIMITED EDITION 7° VINYL 


A collaboration between Jordan 
AMT Pe ae Cha Ket bom arb. ae: Nare yaa Tels) 
outfit Gallows Bound and Canadian 
Chuck Coles of the Creep Show / 
Organ thieves. Their captivating 
writing styles, strong vocals and 
acoustic melodies, blend together 
seamlessly. 
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MOLLY RHYTHM 
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DIGITAL BOWNLOAD ONLY 
Digital release from book) 
multi~female fronted, eclectic, 
eccentric, theatrical, kicking 
and screaming, face melting music 
machine from Philadelphia 4 
Trenton. A diverse appreciation 
for music and varied influences 
commands a truly unique sound. 











As the World Burns 


As a lifelong punk, I’ve often fantasized of entire industries 
burning to the fucking ground. The music industry, the publishing 
industry, the military-industrial complex—and all the patriarchal, 
racist, sexist, homophobic, transphobic, ableist, classist garbage they 
promote and represent. I wouldn’t miss ’em for a second. 

But lately I’ve been having this recurring—well, it’s not a dream, 
because I wake up in the middle of the night and my mind won’t shut 
off. I see the world on fire. Everything’s on fire. Super bright gold and 
yellow flames flickering all around me. I’m sitting in an on-fire car, 
looking out over an on-fire Los Angeles, with on-fire people walking 
by. But outside of the fire, nothing of what I’m seeing registers how 
people usually react to being on fire or how I’d react if the world was 
burning around me. No one’s screaming. No one’s trying to put out 
the flames. Either am I. I just continue burning until I eventually fall 
back asleep. 

Early last week, ash fell on the trees and cactus in the yard. Little 
white flecks, fine as mist. The fires were ten miles away, thousands of 
acres burning in nearby wilderness, up a canyon I’ve biked through 
several times. I was up there earlier this year. All of the dams were 
filled. Glassy, green water gushed from their overflow penstocks. 

As a society, the United States feels like an on-fire car that’s 
rushing towards a canyon. The brake lines have been cut. There’s 
no guard rail. There’s a quickly melting steering wheel. Shortly after 
this issue is released, we should know if we’re going to spend four 
more years in Trump’s America. In that scenario, the car launches off 
the cliff and all bets are off. He’s already slashed social safety nets, 


Cover by Salpy Talian, salpytalian.com, @salpytalian 
Photo by Skylar Watkins, skylarwatkins.com, @thesadpunk_ 
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white people won't even exist. 
So to make sure that they do 
exist, they got to put walls 
around themselves, and they 
really have to block everybody 
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they feel they should murder 


em. | think we need to recog- 
nize that they're attacking us, 
and we're tryin’ to sidestep. 


—Ice Cube, in conversation with bell hooks 
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ignored basic science, dented healthcare, decimated environmental 
protections, and is actively trying to dismantle the USPS. I rarely have 
high expectations of politicians, but he’s corroding basic humanity. If 
Biden wins, we’re still in an on-fire car without brakes, but, right now, 
I’ll take it. It’s not who I wanted, but it’s who I can stomach. I can’t 
help but feel like a spectator. 

Because, on the grand scale, what can we do besides stay aware 
and resist? I can safely bet that no one reading this zine has any 
upper level influence in United States politics. So what can we 
control? Fortunately and gratefully, Razorcake serves as a powerful 
platform for a lot of people. Pre-COVID, Chris Terry was in talks 
with Soul Glo, lining up a time to do an in-person interview when 
they were planning on touring through L.A. to melt our faces off 
somewhere sweaty. Sophia Zarders and I were bouncing ideas back 
and forth for what eventually became their fantastic One Punk’s 
Guide to Black Musicians. 

When shit’s on fire, priorities became clearer. What do you grab in 
the moments before everything collapses around you? Consideration 
isn’t only given to those who are making great music, but those whose 
music is even more relevant in light of today’s events. Spotlight them. 
The character of the people making the music is as important as the 
music they make. Celebrate them. 

And fucking hope there’s a world worth living in at the end, if the 
fires ever get put out. Right now, it could as easily all turn to ash, or 
we could start seeing small, hopeful shoots of green sprouting up from 
the scorched earth. —Todd Taylor 


THANK YOU: Black Lives Matter. “Wrong people dying as always. what 
are you going to do abt it?” @soulglophl thanks to Salpy Talian and Skylar 
Watkins for this issue’s cover and photo of Soul Glo; Rain’s also streaming 
down from underneath the umbrella thanks to Bone Dust for Donna’s illo.; 
Screamers in stacks at Cornell thanks to Bill Pinkel for Jim’s illo.; Runnin’ 
with (mental) rope around our ankles thanks to Jackie Rusted for Bianca's 
illo; The cow's spots are parts of the globe. Stop eating beef and two more 
billion people can live on earth thanks to Brad Beshaw for Sean's illo.; Riot 
Maps 2020 COVID antler helmet thanks to Mitch Clem and Nation Of Amanda 
for Nerb’s illo.; Hearts as the ventricles of shared memory thanks to RoQue 
Torres for the PPP illo.; Best hat of the issue award goes to the dearly missed 
Chi Pig. Thanks to Ty Stranglehold, Cat Ashbee, and Robert Speers for the 
words and pictures of remembrance; What looks like metal duck feet at the 
front of that contraption helps sling the manure thanks to Brett Kosmider for 
the Chicken photo; This brings up some interesting topics for discussion. How 
to iron around the studs on a battle jacket and how many times a year can 
true punx wash their patch pants? There’s gotta be an upper limit thanks to 
James Spooner for Dale's illo.; It's a mini-zine tucked inside a larger zine. It's 
also a concise and handy primer on Black punk, rap, and indie musicians, all 
thanks to Sophia Zarders; Sweet rippin’ reaper echoing Jay Adams! thanks to 
Rosie Gonce, Eden Kittiver, Mycul Davis, Peter Kappen, and Jessee Zeroxed 
for the Sweet Reaper interview, photos, and layout; “At my core, | don’t want 
to live in a world where money even exists. But you have to think about what 
you have to do to provide for yourself” thanks to James Spooner, Chris Terry, 
Skylar Watkins, Mike Thorn, and Eric Baskauskas for the Soul Glo interview, 
photos, and layout; “Ask not what you can do for your country/ What's your 
country been doing to you” thanks to Michael T. Fournier, Deb Frazin, Marcus 
Leatherdale, Bobby Castro, and Lauren Denitzio for the Penelope Houston 
interview, photos, and layout; “The discomfort isn't an end in itself” thanks 
to Kurt Morris, Felix Zimmermann, Vito Pauciello, and Dylan Davis for the Tim 
Kinsella interview, photos, and layout. 


“Gloriously incendiary to both mainstream culture and a punk counterculture 
that too often mirrors it.” Jimmy Alvarado, Alice Bag, Sister Dynamite. LP. 
Thanks to 118’s rotation of reviewers: Jennifer Federico, Kurt Morris, Gwen 
Static, Craven Rock, Michael T. Fournier, Sean Koepenick, Chris Terry, Mike 
Frame, Rich Cocksedge, Kayla Greet, Ty Stranglehold, Art Ettinger, Juan 
Espinosa, Norb, Mark Twistworthy, Lorien Lamarr, Matt Werts, Matt Average, 
Liz Jones, The Lord Kveldulfr, Steve Adamyk, Chad Williams, Billups Allen, 
Paul J. Comeau, Theresa W., Tim Brooks, Jim Woster, Rick V., Rosie Gonce, 
Buddha, jimmy cooper, and Iggy Nicklbottum. 


EVERY PUNK DESERVES A FREE RAZORCAKE! 
Sponsor a spot to get free Razorcakes to give away. A $150 donation 
will get them 25 copies of every issue for an entire year. 

Get a tax-deductible receipt and help keep print punk zines alive! 
Razorcake.org/sponsor-a-space 
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Top 5s What the fuck would we do without the post office? 
é Record It’s saddening to think of the chaos we have to live through 
to produce art like this. 
104 Zine You know those little colorful bags of fruit Tootsie Rolls? 
It's like that. 
109 Book You'll never look at an Oh Henry! bar the same way again. 
112 Video Don't do coke, kids. 


The following folks stepped forward to help us do our part over the past 
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Oh, | Loneliness 


Heard it before I even saw it—a dining 
patio a couple blocks from my house, full of 
loud conversations. I was sitting on a dark 
corner across the street from the groups of 
people having fancy Vietnamese fusion, 
served to them by college students in N95 
masks, The tables and groups were so close; 
their mouths were all smiling and uncovered. 
Thirty people were having a fantastic night 
out, like it was still 2019. 

I had been out on a long walk with my 
partner and new dog. It was eleven or so in the 
evening. While I stared at the dinner-goers, he 
braved the 7-Eleven to get me a Gatorade; the 
recent heat wave had made me sick and I puked 
the night before. Our old, drafty apartment and 
window air conditioner couldn’t do shit against 
a 104-degree day. I ended up getting heat 
illness, just like when I was a kid and would 
play in the summer sun too long. 

The combination of my _ upset 
stomach, memories of being a kid, and the 
overwhelming sight of selfish, cherished 
social joys was finally too much to bear. 
I cried. I cried the next day even harder. I 
called my mom to see how she was doing two 
days later, and cried again. Right now, I’m 
thinking about the sound of clinking glasses, 
loud laughter, and friends’ voices, and feel 
myself ready to fucking cry again. 


The coronavirus pandemic has taken an ~ 


already growing health crisis and forced it on 
everyone: loneliness. 

Medical professionals have been discussing 
the loneliness epidemic since the late 1970s, 
and it’s only been getting worse. Cigna’s 2019 
loneliness survey found sixty-one percent 
of Americans reported feeling lonely. Each 
generation increased in loneliness numbers, 
with Gen Z at seventy-nine percent. Loneliness 
decreased as income increased, with seventy- 
seven percent of those making less than 
$25,000 annually reporting loneliness. Twenty- 
four percent of everyone surveyed said their 
mental health was fair or poor. This was before 
forced shutdowns and closed borders. 

Thetrouble with loneliness is how subjective 
it is. There is no specific set of conditions that 
diagnose loneliness. A person can be socially 
isolated and lonely. A person can be at a party 
every weekend and be lonely. A person can be 
rich and famous and be lonely. A person can 
have millions of social media followers and be 
lonely. The only true barometer of loneliness is 
whether or not a person feels lonely and how 
often they feel that way. 

Biologically, humans are social. We’re 
social because that initially increased our 


chance of survival. Live with a pack, and 
youll have community protection and 
resources. Live alone, and you’ll probably 
die. As capitalism was introduced to society, 
the champion of the modern world became 
the individual. People competed rather than 
collaborated. Villages were replaced with 
cities, trading skills within communities was 
replaced with contractors and laborers, and 
the social networks a person would normally 
have had prior to the Industrial Revolution 
vanished. Now, it’s not uncommon for us to 
leave home and move somewhere for a job 
or school, severing any social networks we 
had built during our formative years. It’s 
very common to hear anyone say, just as I 
have often said, “(How the hell do you make 
friends as an adult?” 

But then came 2020. Now with 
coronavirus, everyone is getting sacked 
by the weight of loneliness. We lost the 
freedom to exist among our friends, family, 
and strangers. I sincerely believe the protests 
exploded in part because of the desperate 
need everyone had to be outside and around 
others. The sheer exhilaration of being 
with people was so palpable those first few 
weeks as we marched and screamed in the 
streets. A Time article from May 2020 about 
COVID-19 and its effects on the loneliness 
epidemic reported that recent surveys found 
anywhere between twenty to forty-seven 
percent of people feel more lonely due to 
the pandemic. It’s a unique, shitty feeling 
to be so unmotivated, sad, and stressed all 
the goddamn time because people are dying 
and we can’t safely interact with each other. 
Crying didn’t used to be part of my weekly 
routine. A favorite video game started to 
feel like a job since it was all I had. I cannot 
remember a time before now when I have 
actually missed my parents. 

We won’t truly know what this 
loneliness’s ramifications will be for years. 
That’s because studies have shown that 
loneliness can cause us to age faster and die 
sooner. Loneliness is most deadly when it 
becomes chronic. People who are chronically 
lonely become more distrustful, paranoid, and 
guarded over time. They start to misinterpret 
the social behaviors of others as hostile, 
resulting in them distancing themselves 
further and deepening their loneliness. 

I got caught in a cycle of loneliness I 
didn’t recognize until it was too late. It started 
with focusing on the negative: rising infection 
rates, the death toll, lack of any political 
leadership, stress with working from home, 


It’s not 
imperative 
we stop 
being social, 
just physical. 


losing safe access to family and friends, et 
cetera. Then I began directing that negativity 
towards others, constantly upset about anti- 
maskers or diners at a restaurant. Almost 
immediately, I put myself in the crosshairs of 
that negativity, too. My loss of productivity, 
my weight gain, my inevitably aging body, 
my messy hair, my every mistake, little 
or big. This led me to feeling stressed and 
overwhelmed, avoiding interactions and 
obligations, not responding to emails or texts, 
and keeping myself strictly bound within my 
apartment. With each cycle, it gets worse. It 
started out with the good intention of keeping 
us all safe and COVID-free, but it’s led me 
into some depressive muck where I think less 
of the world, my place in it, and even myself. 

I lost my default “stay posi” attitude. I 
lost boundaries I had set between work and 
my life. I lost any fully safe way to see my 
friends. I lost physical access to my parents. I 
lost the ability to see my brother. We lost the 
social networked part of our lives. We lost 
shows, we lost venues, we lost fests. We lost 
weddings. We lost jobs. We lost some hope. 
We lost hundreds of thousands of lives. 

Yet, we are also very lucky. With DIY and 
punk, we have a very wide community that 
covers the entire globe. If one of us moves 
cities, we probably know someone from bands 
already there. Go to a few shows, and you’re 
more than likely going to make a friend or two. 
I’ve lost count of the times I’ve made a friend 
because of Razorcake. I have yet to fly to any 
city in America and not meet up with someone 
I know from this beautiful scene of ours. 

Of course, there’s no cure-all for 
loneliness. One good place to start is 
introspection. Is this year characterized by 
the crushing weight of loss and uncertainty? 
Yes, but that weight is not entirely on me, I 
am not the center of this, and I shouldn’t take 
it all so personally. I can’t be as productive, 
and that’s good. Maybe I need to rest for 
once. With work, I can pick the things I 
enjoy, and the things I must do, and let the 
rest go—fuck it, I'll even say “no” to more 
projects. I will be healthy, and move around 
more. | will turn off my laptop, and phone 
notifications, and fully cut off work when not 
within my obligatory eight hours. I’m going 
to write in my gratitude journal. I will talk to 
the people I love more, and find safe ways to 
see each other. I’ll go to some of the online 
shows. I’m going to ask for help when I need 
it, and be honest when I’m struggling. I’m 
going to see my therapist more. I need to be 
held accountable when I find excuses to not 
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The coronavirus pandemic has taken an dane 
growing health crisis and forced it on everyone: 


do any of these things and fall right back into 
my bad habits (seriously—someone message 
me in a month and be, like, “Hey Donna, 
remember your column about being lonely?” 
and I’m sure I’ll go, “Yeah, but I got a dog, 
so I’m basically fine now!” which is such 
bullshit, so please call me on it). 

I know why those people were on that 
patio. I want to say, “Fuck it” and hang out 
with people again. I want to get on an airplane. 
I want to hug everybody. I want to see some 
opening band do a cringey cover of Black 


Flag while suddenly realizing I forgot my 
earplugs. I want to cackle over a bad joke 
while I eat at an over-priced restaurant. But this 
morning, another friend texted me that they had 
contracted COVID-19. I’m not willing to put 
them or anyone at higher risk for a deadly virus. 
Instead, we need to get creative in how we keep 
these social networks going. Though the term 
used is “social distancing”, it’s not imperative 
we stop being social, just physical. 

Focus on my community, while 
acknowledging my loneliness. Easier said 


than done, I know, but I gotta do more than 
just stare at people having an irresponsible 
good time, and crying. 


—Donna Ramone 


Note: I initially learned about this topic 
from the YouTube channel Kurzgesagt—In a 
Nutshell and their video titled, “Loneliness.” 
I highly recommend watching it in 
conjunction with this column. 
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Raiders of the Lost Set List 


Reader, I 
nearly shit 
myself. 


Searching for punk with Greg Graffin at Cornell University. 


“Can I hold it?” I asked. 

“Sure,” the librarian said. 

He lifted the book off the cart and 
placed it in my hands. The book was big 
and heavy but in remarkably good condition 
for a volume that was nearly four hundred 
years old. The book, The First Folio of Mr. 
William Shakespeare’s Comedies, Histories 
& Tragedies, is one of only 235 known 
copies in existence and contains thirty-six 
of the bard’s plays. It’s been called the most 
influential book in the English language. 

I felt a kind of sorcery in the air. What 
if by holding this prized edition in my 
hands, some of its wisdom seeped into me, 
allowing me to write elegant sentences and 
unforgettable prose? 

I kept these thoughts to myself. Instead, I 
asked, “How much is this worth?” 

“About $10,000,000,” the librarian said. 

Oh. 

What if I had an attack of vertigo and fell 
and dropped the book in a nearby vat of acid? 
Or what if I had a sudden desire to take a 
chunk out of the calfskin cover like it was a 
deep fried turkey leg at a Renaissance Fair? 

I didn’t feel like a sorcerer anymore. In 
fact, I felt a little sick to my stomach. 


“Here,” I said. “You better take this.” I 


handed the First Folio back to the librarian. 

Ididn’tcome here to fondle Shakespeare’s 
First Folio. dcome to the Division of Rare & 
Manuscript Collections in the Carl A. Kroch 
Library at Cornell University with Greg 
Graffin, the lead vocalist of Bad Religion, to 
peruse The Punk History Archive. 

The library has one of largest hip hop 
archives in the country. The Cornell Hip Hop 
Collection has over a quarter of a million 
items, including the personal archive and 
record collection of DJ Afrika Bambaataa 
and the Universal Zulu Nation. 

The Punk History Archive is newer and 
much smaller, but filled with fascinating 
objects. 

I was in central New York to interview 
Greg for a book I was writing in collaboration 
with Bad Religion. I’d arrived the previous 
afternoon and spent the night in the guest 
room at his house. We worked on the book 
for several hours the following morning. 
After lunch, he asked me if 1 wanted to check 
out The Punk History Archive. 

Does John Doe wear leather pants? 

Greg made a few calls to make sure the 
library was open and off we went. On the 


way, Greg talked about the region, the town 
of Ithaca, and Cornell University, where he’d 
received his PhD. It’s been his home for 
thirty years and the depth and breadth of his 
knowledge about the founding of the school 
was remarkable. Cornell is an Ivy League 
School but it’s a land-grant university, not 
a private school, and its facilities, even the 
library we were about to visit, were open to 
the community. 

While all of this was new to me, it 
certainly came as no surprise as it fits hand in 
glove with the egalitarianism that is one of the 
hallmarks of Greg’s work as a songwriter. 

I attended small state schools that—to 
be perfectly honest—I was lucky to get into, 
and have always gotten a kick out of visiting 
large college campuses, especially those 
with impressive libraries. Greg took me to 
two. The first looked like something out of 
a movie. I expected J.R.R. Tolkien to amble 
out of the stacks at any moment. 

The second was the Carl A. Kroch 
Library, which was like no other library I’ve 
ever visited. For one thing, the three-story 
structure is entirely underground. 

Atnearly 100,000 square feet, it can hold up 
to 1.3 million volumes and is completely state- 
of-the-art. Every precaution has been taken to 
make sure the collections are kept safe in any 
emergency: fire, flood, even an earthquake. 

“They sure have spent a lot of money to 
protect a bunch of punk rock flyers,” I said 
to Greg. 

We sat down at a table and the librarian 
brought us boxes and boxes of fanzines—the 
library has over 1,500 zines—flyers, clothing, 
even a signed Raymond Pettibon print. 

We’d requested to see items having to 
do with L.A. punk in the late ’70s and early 
’80s. Ostensibly, we wanted to see what Bad 
Religion material we could find, but I was 
drawn to a compelling collection of ephemera 
related to the Screamers, of which there was 
a surprising amount considering they never 
released a record. 

I sifted through flyers, tickets, lyric 
sheets, autographed press photos, and details 
about the Screamers fan club, all of which 
shifted my perception of these punk icons 
whom I’d mistakenly believed were too cool 
to care about the commercial aspects of being 
in a band. 

I could tell Greg was getting bored. “Do 
you have anything else that you could show 
Jim?” he asked the librarian. 


The librarian smiled. “We might have a 
few things.” 

A few things turned into some of the 
most incredible documents in the history of 
the republic: the Emancipation Proclamation, 
the 13"" Amendment, one of five copies of the 
Gettysburg Address. 

It was like being in the warehouse at the 
end of The Raiders of the Lost Ark. What 
didn t they have? 

That’s when I got to hold the First Folio 
in my hot little hands. 

“Is there a subject you’re particularly 
interested in?” the librarian asked. 

I thought about it for a moment, but only 
a moment. “Do you have any James Joyce?” 

I should take a moment to explain that 
there was a time when my life’s ambition was 
to be a James Joyce scholar. I’d read Ulysses, 
Joyce’s masterwork, as an undergraduate with 
a James Joyce scholar who was as brilliant as 
she was attractive. Of course, I had a huge 
crush on her, but my love for Joyce was legit, 
and she helped me get one of my papers 
accepted for the International James Joyce 
Symposium in Dublin the summer after I 
graduated from college. I didn’t sleep with 
my professor in Ireland (this isn’t that kind 
of story) but there was a lot of hanky-panky 
going on at that conference and it was one of 
the greatest summers of my life. 

So I didn’t become a Joyce scholar, 
obviously, but Joyce has enriched my life 
immeasurably and Ulysses is my desert island 
book. If 1 were to wake up in the middle of 
the night with the condo in flames, I would 
slip my copy of Ulysses off the shelf and 
hustle out the door. 

I didn’t tell all this to the librarian, but I 
think he realized he was in the presence of a 
fanatic because a gleam came into his eye. “I 
have something I think you’ ll appreciate.” 

While the librarian went off, I looked at 
some of the other treasures: A complete set 
of John James Audubon’s Birds of America 
and an original screenplay of the Empire 
Strikes Back by Leigh Bracket and Lawrence 
Kasdan. You know, the classics. 

The librarian returned with a tray 
containing several small thin notebooks, the 
kind a child might use in school. 

“These,” the librarian explained, “are 
Joyce’s notebooks.” 

Reader, I nearly shit myself. 

The notebooks were from the Nausicaa 
section of Ulysses. Each chapter of the book is 
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He knows the thrill of handling rare objects that 
only a handful of human eyes have ever seen. 


named after a scene from Homer’s The Odyssey. 
In The Odyssey, a shipwrecked Odysseus asks 
the handmaiden Nausicaa for help while she’s 
washing clothes. In Ulysses, one of the main 
characters masturbates on the beach during a 
fireworks display. Like I said, only the classics. 

I opened the notebook and turned the 
pages. The writing was in Joyce’s famously 
small, cramped handwriting, but I could 
make out a sentence here, another there, 
and suddenly I was in the mind of the novel. 
Ulysses in its infancy. 

I’d come to central New York to learn 
about a Southern California punk band and 
was transported to Dublin, Ireland. If that 
isn’t magic, I don’t know what is. 

The librarian took the notebook away 
and put it back into hibernation. Greg could 
tell I’d just had something akin to a religious 
experience and we barely talked until we 
were back in the car. Greg’s first love is 
paleontology and for many years he worked 
with fossils. He knows the thrill of handling 
rare objects that only a handful of human 
eyes have ever seen. 


Fairly early in our visit to the library, I 
realized that our visit had been carefully 
planned and that the librarians had gone out of 
their way to welcome us, but me in particular. 
I’m not suggesting Greg pulled strings, but 
he’d been thoughtful in his preparation and 
generous with his time. 

On the way back to his house, we stopped 
for coffee and then we talked about the magic of 
books. Books that moved us, books we hoped to 
read, and the book we were working on, which 
I’m happy to say has just been published. 

After we returned, we worked in his 
library for a while. Greg’s library was also 
full of treasures, though on a slightly smaller 
scale than the one we’d just visited. He 
showed me the books he’d inherited from his 
mentor and collected while researching his 
own work. 

By looking at his library, it would be easy 
to fall under the impression that this was a 
man who’d dedicated his life to learning, but 
that’s just half the story. 

Greg’s great grandfather on his mother’s 
side was a traveling preacher and Greg likes 


to joke that this man was his family’s first 
touring act. 

Greg, an outspoken atheist, obviously 
isn’t religious, but he too wants to change 
the world and make it a better place. 
You can’t do that just by accumulating 
knowledge. You have to bring the message 
to the people and share it with the world, 
and for the last forty years Greg has done 
precisely that. 

But I don’t think I would have 
understood that if I hadn’t driven up to 
Ithaca on a cold winter’s day and talked to 
Greg about books. 

Ithaca, incidentally, is where The 
Odyssey begins and ends, the place the 
hero calls home. It’s also the name of the 
final chapter in Ulysses. You should read it; 
but be careful. You just might fall in love. 


—Jim Ruland 


Do What You Want, is available now. 
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This anger is 
heavier—less 
fiery, more 
simmering. 


Runnin’ Down the Dream 


I was probably not the only person who 
thought the time of staying home and avoiding 
other people might be an opportunity to 
establish a new habit or, in my case, return to 
an old one: running.* 

I stopped running in part because, 
after years of looking, I eventually got 
full-time work and I just couldn’t figure 
out how to fit time for running into my 
life. I hoped I’d be able to pick it back up 
because I was looking for a way to build 
a routine for myself during a time when 
nothing—not health, not employment, not 
the reliable availability of beans—was 
certain. The plan was to start each day 
with a walk and mix some jogging in until 
I was running again. 

I started running probably about a decade 
ago, as a way to control my anger. At the 
time, I was young and underemployed. As a 
transit rider and pedestrian, I was constantly 
confronted by all the ways our city and society 
fail vulnerable people. I was broke and I had 
spent a couple years fruitlessly attempting to 
get a full-time job. It was starting to feel like 
this was going to be my life for a while. I 
felt boxed in, so I decided to try to run out 
of the box. 

It worked for a long time. I think I’ve 
told a few people the high-impact nature of 
the sport—that contact your feet make with 
the ground—was what hooked me. It was 
violent enough to satisfy my anger but it 
was also not actually violent, and I wasn’t 
hurting anything or anyone, which is totally 
great because that’s not how I want to work 
through my shit. 

I usually ran about three miles when I 
went out. I had a few different routes around 
my house I’d do—flatter ones, hillier ones, 
ones that went on trails instead of pavement. 
It took a few months before I actually 
enjoyed it, but ultimately I really did. I 
wouldn’t even listen to music, I’d just try to 
untangle whatever minor personal drama had 
happened that day while I listened to my own 
steady breath and felt the light slaps of my 
feet on the ground. 

In his book, What I Talk about When 
I Talk about Running, Haruki Murakami 
tells the story of how he went from barely 
being able to jog to running multiple 
marathons and triathlons, alongside the 
parallel story of his journey to becoming 
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a beloved author. He describes running as 
“both exercise and metaphor,” in the sense 
that when you are running, you are mostly 
running by yourself, for yourself, to beat 
yourself. Sure, you’re probably training 
for something, but that comes later, and the 
road to get there involves a whole lot of 
alone time, pushing yourself for what can 
sometimes seem like no reason. 

In the story I tell myself about the first 
time I started running, Murakami’s vision of 
running rings true. Exercise plus metaphor 
helped me run my way out of a funk. 
Even though things did not immediately, 
magically improve in my life, I had regular 
accomplishments related to my running and 
that helped me turn my generic anger into 
something positive. In my mind, because 
of running, I had energy to take action in a 
number of ways against things that were 
making me angry. 

That’s what I was hoping would happen 
when I picked it up again. The anger I feel 
now is different than the weird, intense rage I 
used to have in my early twenties. This anger 
is heavier—less fiery, more simmering. 
(Maybe it’s the fact that I am over thirty- 
five?) This time around, I’m angry about a 
lot of the same things. I thought that, given 
the similarities, I could once again outrun 
whatever was going on with me. 

The jury is out. 

I started trying to get back to running in 
late March. April went okay. A friend who 
was doing a Couch-to-5K program told 
me that the program starts people running 
for twenty minutes at a time—not even 
consecutive minutes—and then building 
from that. That was fine, but I couldn’t get 
past twenty minutes for more than two days 
in a row. | got frustrated. 

In May, I tried to trick myself by 
listening to podcasts while I walked and 
jogged but I just ended up getting really into 
a very compelling podcast (American Public 
Media’s Jn The Dark, season 2) and walking 
for like two hours at a time so I could listen 
to episodes without the pounding of my feet 
and breath drowning out the details. 

I leaned into the meander. Instead of 
trying to run, I decided to try and find my 
way to a street I’d never been on before. I’d 
look at the hills around my apartment in the 
morning and fix my gaze on a house and then 


try to walk to it. May was also the month I 
lost my job, and I think the long walks were 
also kind of a way to try and find a silver 
lining to the situation. I couldn’t meander for 
two hours on a Tuesday morning if still had 
my job, could I? 

By June, I’d blown through the podcast 
(no regrets) and hit a wall. I’d taken a one- 
time freelance gig that, because of my poor 
time management, had resulted in me staying 
up quite late working every night. Needless 
to say, I was not getting up early every day to 
go on long walks or short jogs. 

I’m still trying. Things keep coming up and 
I keep letting them, but I continue to chase the 
relief I once got from running. I’ve tried other 
forms of exercise, but it’s just not the same 
vibe and with the pandemic, all those offerings 
are provided via videos that I watch alone in 
my apartment. Sitting on a yoga mat in an 
empty, warm room on a summer day while a 
soft-voiced woman offers quiet instructions is 
basically a lullaby. I read that people seeking 
to motivate themselves to do something should 
visualize themselves doing it and then kind of 
ruminate on how good it’s going to feel to do it. 
It seems my imagination is lacking. 

Today, I woke up early and I went out to 
try. As I have done before, I kind of plateaued 
at the twenty-minute mark. I walked a bit and 
tried again and was able to do twenty minutes 
more, which was kind of a big deal for me. I 
thought about Murakami: “the only opponent 
you have to beat is yourself, the way you 
used to be.” A decade ago, I had a problem 
and the solution, as I remember it now, was 
very simple and literal: just put one foot in 
front of the other. 


—Bianca 


*It should be noted that though the financial 
barriers to running can be relatively low, 
there had been a lot said following the murder 
of Ahmaud Arbery as he jogged through a 
neighborhood in suburban South Georgia 
about how Black joggers do not always 
experience running in the same way that 
white and white-presenting people like me 
do. The New York Times has a good opinion 
piece about it, as does Outside magazine. 
NPR’s Code Switch did an episode on the 
topic too. 
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A time when nothing—not health, not. 
employment, not the reliable availability 
of beans—was certain. 





Long Dumb Road 


The Mean Jeans have spent a decade 
taking goofy pop punk songs to a whole new 
level. Song titles like “I Think U Stink,” 
“Stoned 2 the Bone,” and “Michael Jackson 
Was Tight” might lull you into thinking 
that the band is kinda silly. The fact that 
every song on their debut album, Are You 
Serious?, is about a party might lead you 
to conclude that, no, they’re not serious. 
You might listen to Billy Jeans sing, “My 
mom forgot to pack my lunch. Why is she so 
dumb?” in the song “School Lunch Victim” 
and wonder if one too many brain cells was 
killed during all those parties. You can listen 
to Billy sing, “I’ll buy you dinner at the 
Sizzler and get you twisted as a Twizzler” in 
a song titled “Let’s Pogo B4 U Gogo” and 
realize that these songs are beyond stupid. 
They’re stupid to the point of brilliance. 

All this shouldn’t suggest that the Mean 
Jeans are a joke band or a gimmick (though 
they do have a gimmick album, Jingles, 
that we’re better off ignoring). Their songs 
are rich and musically dynamic. They’re 
as much Dickies as Ramones. Like both of 
those bands, the Mean Jeans are fun and 
funny. They make you want to dance. And, 
coolest of all, the songs resonate even after 
you’ ve heard the jokes a million times. 

Like with the Ramones and the Dickies, 
there’s also a fair dose of self-deprecation 
and sadness to Mean Jeans albums. “Crummy 
Crummy” laments, “I wanna write a song but 
I’m missing a string. I wanna write a book but 
I don’t know anything.” The song “I Don’t 
Care That I Don’t Care” is a very honest 
representation of depression. Then there’s 
“The Last Night on Earth,” which starts with 
everyone partying because it’s the last night 
on earth and they can do what they wanna do 
and ends with Billy reminding us, “It’s not 
the last night on earth, you stupid fool.” That 
song has been sticking with me lately. 


Sometimes, this pandemic feels like the 
last night on earth, but without the party. 
Sometimes, it feels like we need to remind 
everyone that it’s not the last night on earth. 
And something about living in the country 
that had the world’s worst reaction to the 
pandemic reminds me of a class I was in a 
few years ago. 

In 2016, I taught a class on dystopian 
novels and dystopian futures with a political 
science professornamed Mary. She and! team- 
taught the class, which meant that, on some 


days, I was just a spectator. One day, Mary 
assigned an essay about overpopulation. The 
researcher who wrote the essay argued that 
the planet could accommodate an additional 
two billion people if we all agreed to stop 
raising cattle. So no beef, no dairy from 
cows, but enough resources for the next two 
billion people. The researcher also pointed 
out that we’ve surpassed the total number of 
people we can accommodate while raising 
cattle. This leaves us three choices. First, we 
could get all the nations and people of the 
world to agree to some form of population 
control. Second, we could continue to 
overpopulate the world and degrade human 
habitat to the point where population control 
is achieved through massive deaths caused 
by environmental degradation. Third, we 
could stop raising cattle. 

The class agreed that the first choice is 
totally unrealistic. The third choice is, by far, 
the most humane. Mary pointed this out and 
asked, “Would you give up beef so that two 
billion people wouldn’t have to die?” 

Keep in mind that we’d all just read a 
peer-reviewed academic article that laid out 
all the evidence of this dilemma. To deny 
that this is really a choice we’re facing is to 
deny the science as presented by a respected 
researcher in the field. The article was also 
twenty years old, and Mary showed that 
twenty years of subsequent research validated 
the researcher’s findings. The truth you may 
take from this research is your own, but the 
facts are not up for debate. We really have 
taken the resources needed to accommodate 
two billion people and given them to cows. 

What surprised and depressed me were 
the students’ responses to this. They pretty 
unanimously agreed they weren’t giving 
up beef. One pulled out the slippery slope 
argument: “If you ban beef, then you’re 
going to make us all vegetarians.” Mary 
pointed out that we could still eat chickens, 
pigs, sheep, et cetera. The student followed 
up by arguing that, if you ban beef, then the 
other land animals are next to be banned. 

“Not necessarily,” Mary said. “We 
banned eating whales and no one feels like 
salmon and tuna are the next to go.” 

Students kept coming up with reasons 
why they should keep eating beef. Mary 
kept gently pointing out flaws in their logic, 
Finally, one student said, “I’m not going to 
stop eating beef because other people are 
going to still eat beef and we’re still going to 


It’s not the 
last night 
on earth. 


have this problem. And I like hamburgers.” 
And that’s the argument that won the day. 

In the back of my head, the Mean Jeans 
sang, “It’s the last night on earth. Do what 
you wanna do.” 

I didn’t intervene that day because it was 
Mary’s class. The next time I taught, you 
better believe that I attacked their reasoning 
again and again. My head was still at the end 
of that song: It’s not the last night on earth, 
you stupid fool. 


The real reason I’ve been listening to 
the Mean Jeans a lot during the pandemic 
has nothing to do with the darker elements 
of their music. It’s the party that’s attracting 
me. Since I can’t hang out with friends, go 
to shows, or play music with my buddies in 
the garage, it helps to hear the Mean Jeans 
sing about it. They remind me of better times. 
They seem to promise the return of those 
better times. So when things feel too isolated, 
sometimes I’ll watch the video to the Mean 
Jeans song “Steve Don’t Party No More.” It’s 
mostly just footage of a backyard party. It 
looks like a thousand parties I’ve gone to. It 
brings back good memories and lets me think 
about how stoked I’m going to be the next 
time I can go to a party or show. 

And there’s something else in the Mean 
Jeans party songs. In “Party Animal,” Billy 
sings, “I gotta lotta beer, gotta lotta yayo. 
I can share it all. If you care at all, come 
on.” I’m not a fan of yayo, but I know that 
cocaine is expensive and the Mean Jeans are 
not rich. So a poor guy willing to share all 
his coke is a generous guy. And I am a fan of 
beer. A poor guy who’s willing to share all 
his beer is me in my twenties and thirties. 
I’m still willing to share all my beer now. 
I’m just not poor anymore. 

Anyway, it’s the generosity that attracts 
me. We can share it all, if you care at all. 


There was a time during this pandemic 
when I was really going to a dark place. No 
one would wear a mask even though the 
science was pretty clear. There were the 
assholes gathering at state capital buildings 
with automatic rifles to protest stay-at- 
home orders right when the coronavirus 
was trying to kill Designated Dale. I kept 
going back to that one class period when 
my students agreed to sell out two billion 
of their fellow species so they could have a 
shitty hamburger. 
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BRAD BESHAW 


Republicans have found a very successful 
political weapon by combining a denial of basic 
facts with an ideology of selfishness. 


My dark place wasn’t because of masks 
or beef. It was because I’ve spent years 
researching the fact that our economic system 
is unsustainable and our habitat is shrinking. 
This leads me to wonder how it will all end. 
Our pandemic reaction doesn’t bode well. 
Because wearing masks and staying home and 
quitting beef are things we do for others. We do 
them so we can share the world and all live and 
thrive. It’s disheartening when people won’t do 
these simple things. It’s even worse when you 
realize the political party that currently holds 
the presidency, half of Congress, the majority 
of the Supreme Court seats, and the majority of 
power in state governments exists to promote 
the selfish side that’s causing a real existential 
crisis. Republicans have found a very successful 
political weapon by combining a denial of 
basic facts with an ideology of selfishness. It’s 
terrible to the tune of 150,000 deaths when 
this weapon is used during a pandemic. It’s 
catastrophic when this weapon is used during a 
climate crisis that will add three or four zeroes 
to the end of that death total. 


Too many people were acting like it was 
the last night on earth, doing whatever they 
wanted, damn the consequences. And they 
weren’t even making a party out of it. They 
were just going to Wal-Mart without masks or 
standing around capital buildings with their 
stupid guns and stupider Confederate flags. 
One of these selfish dipshits even decided 
he could murder a man by kneeling on his 
neck for nine minutes in broad daylight while 
being filmed. And, initially, there were no 
consequences for him. 

The uprising after that brutal murder is 
giving me hope again. The massive protests 
against the state-sanctioned murder of George 
Floyd-are important just on the level where 
they say, “Police need to stop murdering 
black people.” Their importance grows as 
the protests focus on larger racial inequities. 
They grow more when they expand to the 
economic system that relies on these racial 
inequities. They become even more poignant 
when they happen in the face of a repressive 
federal government and a global pandemic. 


The same generation that, four years ago, sat 
in my classroom defending a decision to eat 
beef at the cost of two billion lives is now 
facing down tear gas and brownshirts in an 
ultimately selfless act. 


Last year’s album, Gigantic Sike, is a 
redemption for the band. It’s everything I 
want in a Mean Jeans record. It’s catchy and 
punk and a lot like the Ramones coming 
out of a time warp. In the song “WTF Is Up 
Tonight?”, Billy sings, “Pretty soon I’ll make 
a move and straighten out my life.” Man, I 
know that sentiment. I’ve wallowed in it when 
the booze was draining from my liver after so 
many nights of drinking. It’s easy to hear a 
drunk saying something like that and dismiss 
them. You’ve heard it before. Then again, at 
some point in my life, I did straighten out. I 
learned to stop being a selfish dick and start 
living for a larger community and world. 

Maybe we can do that as a society. 


—Sean Carswell & 
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I wear steel-toed 
shoes just in case 
I need to kick me 
a jive turkey. 


TWO-FISTED TALES OF A RELUCTANT REVOLUTIONARY 


I’m too old for this shit. 

That was my initial reaction to the riots 
in Minneapolis. Do J really have to do this? I 
want a written excuse, from my mom or 
someone. Please excuse my son Norbie from 
participating in the riots this year. He’s too 
old for this shit. | mean, at some point, can’t 
you just beg off taking part in the whole I- 
burn-a-small-thing-and-the-cops-chase-me 
then J-burn-a-medium-thing-and-the-cops- 
tear-gas-me then I-burn-a-big-thing-then- 
the-National-Guard-shoots-me deal? Can’t 
you just say, “You guys handle this, I gotta 
stay home and clean the tub?” A cop told me 
when I was seventeen that I had to take down 
all the flyers I put up on telephone poles 
downtown or I’d get fined fifty bucks for 
every one that was up, so I took them down 
and kicked in a streetlight (it was a weird 
funky one that was kind of on a pole that 
came up out of the ground. I admit it would 
have been much more impressive if it was the 
usual kind about sixteen feet in the air). Can’t 
I get credit for previous coursework and test 
out of this stuff? Can’t I beg off and let 
proxies duke this out on my behalf? Could I 
give somebody money? Buy their cookies? 
Why the fuck does society demand sweat 
equity from me at this point in my life??? By 


the weekend, the protests had migrated the 


285 miles east to Green Bay. From a 
downtown corner, I watched a local Black 
Lives Matter march cross the street in front 
of me, and half-heartedly attempted to lead 
the crowd in a “WE NEED A PITCHER, 
NOT A BELLY-ITCHER” chant (I figure if I 
ever went to Washington DC and protested 
outside of the White House, that’s what I’d 
yell). I don’t have a bullhorn. No one can 
hear me. I always sort of imagined these 
types of things as more like the “Ya Got 
Trouble” scene in the 1961 musical The 
Music Man—somebody jumps up on a 
fountain a Ja Professor Harold Hill and 
launches into snappy patter and persuasive 
rhetoric, and pretty soon the whole crowd is 
singing along. Friend, either you are turning 
a blind eye to a situation which you do not 
wish to acknowledge, or you are unaware of 
the caliber of disaster indicated by the 
presence of a pooool table inyour community! 
Instead, it’s more of a call-and-response 
thing: The person with the bullhorn yells the 
thing, then everybody else yells it back. It’s 
the same kind of I-say-it-then-you-say-it 
behavior that one would experience at 
Sunday mass, marching to cadence calls in 


the army, or during the intros at a WWE® 
live event. My name is Enzo Amore, and I am 
a certified G, and a bona fide stud, and... 
CROWD: ... YOU CAN’T! TEACH! THAT! 
Badaboom, realest guys in the room. And, 
while I suppose the whole call-and-response 
thing worked pretty well for me throughout 
the years (J heard it running down the alley! 
CROWD: HEY!!! Swinging from the trees! 
CROWD: HEY!!/), with all due respect, this 
just doesn’t seem that... well... cool to me. I 
mean, it’s cool they’re doing it, it just doesn’t 
seem like it would be super-edifying to go 
marching around town yelling things on cue. 
I don’t think my inner Professor Harold Hill 
would derive a lot of satisfaction out of 
barking on command like a trained seal. I am 
much more suited to jumping up on things 
and yelling. Mothers of River City! Heed that 
warning before it's too late! Look for the tell- 
tale signs of corruption! It seems like you 
gotta have a bullhorn in order to get your 
piece said at such events, but nobody ever 
tells you to take a bullhorn to these things, 
just water for the tear gas. What are they 
telling me, just shut my mouth and get tear 
gassed? I’m down on Broadway, former 
location of the Boris The Sprinkler pad back 
in the day, before they bulldozed it. Broadway 
used to be skid row back when we lived 
there, now it’s kinda nice, with bike shops 
and a farmers’ market on Wednesdays. Once 
in a while, there’d be a march for various 
causes down here. I was never quite roused 
to participation. As I cross the bridge, I am a 
bit surprised to find that the crowd is still 
going—and, in point of fact, getting bigger. 
And louder. I kinda figured they’d sort of do 
their route for an hour or two, ensure their 
grievance was duly registered, fist bump, and 
go home. They’re not. They’re apparently 
just getting started. I get the feeling that folks 
aren’t gonna yell for a while then go home to 
Netflix® and chill. This hunch proves to be 
correct: The next morning, my post office is 
boarded up, duetoprotesterrambunctiousness. 
They apparently tried to loot the gas station 
across the street—once immortalized in song 
as “the Downtown SA®, convenience store 
of choice for east Green Bay”—leading to a 
standoff with the police, plus miscellaneous 
episodes of window-smashing. While it’s 
frickin’ irritating that people smashed up the 
post office where I mail my records and the 
gas station about which I wrote a song, the 
thing with which I am most acutely irritated 
is that I was not insightful enough to invest in 


plywood mills after Baby Huey got elected 
president. Like, how did we all miss that 
one? In the immortal words of Jerry Smith, 
“Well, da-DOY, son!” The mayor, of course, 
enacted a curfew (welcomed by the same 
great defenders of Freedom™ who felt asking 
someone to wear a mask during a deadly 
pandemic was clearly crossing a line); the 
usual yelling ensued. And, in my mind, I was 
starting to think that perhaps some manner of 
critical equilibrium had been reached: The 
police killed a guy in broad daylight and we 
all saw it; the protesters smashed some stuff. 
Perhaps we were now at the point where we 
just deal with aftershocks of subsiding 
intensity and the whole thing eventually 
flames out? There are certain benefits 
associated with having conflict fade out 
instead of having it amplify. Yet, as the week 
progressed, I found myself growing more 
and more irritated with the reactions of 
certain portions of American society to the 
protesters than I was irritated with the 
inconvenience and annoyance that the 
protesters had inflicted on me by smashing 
up my post office and the downtown SA®. 
By the end of the week, I had absorbed about 
as much balderdash from America’s right 
flank as I cared to absorb, and decided I was 
gonna go join the protests myself, out of spite 
if nothing else. I mean, there are also certain 
benefits associated with not having conflict 
fade out, too. J am nothing if not roundly 
egalitarian! The somewhat superficial nature 
of my reactions wasn’t lost‘on me: I wasn’t 
spurred to action by the initial event, the 
police killing George Floyd for no other 
reason than he was black and they had some 
surfeit of toxic masculinity to work off that 
day— it was only when my liberal white dude 
sensibilities (i.e., my right to protest stuff) 
were directly threatened that I actually got 
worked up enough to go out in the streets and 
holler about shit. It is what it is I guess. This, 
however, did not address my long-standing 
questions about my potential role in such a 
caper: How do I make this be cool? How do I 
extract my little slice of The Music Man from 
such a decidedly non-frivolous tableau? The 
guidelines for the event said to wear black. 
How the hell can you be cool wearing black 
these days? At any given time, 70% of all 
Americans are probably wearing black. Can’t 
our side get assigned a cooler color? What 
color does the other side get? Black? Or 
maybe that construction-worker chartreuse? 
I think they call that “safety yellow” these 
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I must be the only motherfucker 
on the planet who can’t find a riot 
when he’s actively looking for one. 


days, so as not to bruise their delicate he-man 
self-images, but it’s obviously chartreuse. I 
never really pictured myself as being on the 
non-chartreuse side of any given black v. 
chartreuse culture war, but politics makes for 
strange bedfellows. My initial instinct is to 
show up in my Captain America costume, 
with the Antler Helmet, and a sign that just 
says I’M AGAINST IT. I decide that maybe 
this is kinda like going to a funeral—not 
really the best place for hey, look at me! 
Maybe sometimes you gotta just show up 
and bark like a trained seal. Eventually I go 
for a black suitcoat over a black and white 
striped shirt. It’s stylish, it’s vaguely non- 
compliant with expectations, and the 
symbolism is dreadfully insightful (if you’re 
like fourteen). I wear steel-toed shoes just in 
case I need to kick me a jive turkey, pig, or 
other enemy of the people. I’m stumped for a 
sign idea; eventually I remember that the 
Marine Corps just banned the Confederate 


flag on their installations that weekend. That 
seems reasonably admirable, so I get out my 
mailbox letters and put THANKS USMC on 
a sign, along with the Marine Corps logo and 
a crossed-out Confederate flag. I figure 
there’s a 50% chance that everyone will like 
it. I figure there’s also a 50% chance that 
everyone will hate it. That seems just contrary 
enough to suit my interests. I walk downtown, 
sign in hand, to join the protests. Except... the 
protesters are gone. They marched off 
somewhere. I wander around aimlessly, 
occasionally holding up my sign and going 
“WOO!” at random intervals. I must be the 
only motherfucker on the planet who can’t 
find a riot when he’s actively looking for one. 
Eventually, I hear a bit of clamor off in the 
distance, and head towards it. I fall in with 
the left-wing mob as they cross East Walnut 
Street. The person with the megaphone says 
the thing, and, under my mask, I say the thing 
back. Every time she yells “WHAT’S HIS 


NAME???” I kind of want to yell back 
“HARRY MAY!!!” but I stifle the dork inside 
me who wants to make wholly inappropriate 
Partisans references and say “GEORGE 
FLOYD!” like everybody else. I wiggle my 
sign a little bit. We pause at the river. The sun 
is starting to set. Everybody looks like they’re 
a third of my age. Everyone starts heading 
towards the bridge, to march back across the 
river. It looks like a big-ass Covid bottleneck, 
so I peel off and head back home. Waiting 
dutifully at a stoplight, a policeman eyes me 
up. From under my mask, | give him Professor 
Harold Hill’s grand exit line from “Ya Got 
Trouble’—Remember my friends, listen to 
me, because I pass this way but once! 

Despite the continued references to a 
1961 musical, apparently I wasn’t as old as 
I thought. 


Love, b 
—Nerb 
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Poem of Hope for 
My Grandson in the Time of COVID 


Every heart in the world 

is my heart beating 

in his hands, 

Liquid stars pour from my eyes 
in our video calls 

and like a spider 

I weave African and Indian 
songs into his Taurus hair 
hoping the sound of my voice 
keeps time with the metronome 
of his breathing. 

I kiss the air as if it understands 
a grandmother’s love. 

I kiss his eyes through 

a glittery screen 

and pray this will 

all be over soon. 


This is not the world he should inherit. 


It’s so hard not to hop 

on an airplane, 

any C-19 infested airplane 
just to watch him take his 
first steps. But I stay home. 
Wouldn’t you? 

I click my heels. 

Furiously shake 

the snowglobes of the world 
choosing a country, 

any country 

I want to one day visit 

with him. 

My grandson 

I write. I dream. I surrender. 
I practice silence like an art 
for him 

this delicate wolfbear boy 
who has my heart 

has me, a warrior poet, 
eating 

out of the palm of his hand. 
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This is not 
the world he 
should inherit. 


Grown 


Remember when you were young 

in a hot kitchen full of women 

and someone laughed 

crow black hard like a planet 

was on fire in her mouth 

and suddenly all the women were 

laughing with knowing eyes that held ruby sisterhood secrets 
and babies sliding from bodies like stars caught in spun silk. 
Held cool wind smiles 

sutured in regrets 

and survival of unspoken things. 

Held love sweet as teeth sinking 

into a corn cob slathered in butter 

and salt on a quilted summer day. 

And you, a little weed of a girl, 

wanted to know “What mama? What she laughing at?” 
“Gurl, hush. You ain’t grown enough yet,” one of the women always said. 
Girl. Hush. 

All these years later, 

your own secrets now braided 

under your tongue 

your own children 

and grandchildren planted around you like a garden you could never have cultivated alone. 
Men you folded into the crease 

of your heart like Sunday programs between old bibles in church pews. 
Don’t you wish ; 
somewhere in the back 

of your adult woman life 

that you hadn’t of asked 

that question? 

Hadn’t had to grow up 

so soon? 

Could have stayed forever 

a sliver of light girl 

craning her neck, smiling uncertainly 

at the future, 

at the coming of once 

unknowable things 

as all your women 

threw back their heads 

eyes tracing the blueblack night 

for the trellis of stars 

howling at the moon. 


—Shonda Buchanan 
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For more information, follow her on Instagram @shondabuchanan } 
or visit www.ShondaBuchanan.com. 
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| deep Stephen Chinn was born on October 19, 1962 in the 
northern prairie city of Edmonton, Alberta, Canada. His 
alter ego, however, was born in 1981 and known the world 
over as Mr. Chi Pig, lead singer for the legendary Canadian 
hardcore band SNFU. They were my first and most constant 
punk rock influence. 

I met Chi Pig in the early 90s just as SNFU was getting 
back together after their first break up. We often met up at shows 
and then became pen pals before solidifying our friendship by 
bonding over the theft of the Violent Femmes’ beer backstage at 
a music festival. 

In the following few decades, I saw SNFU more times that 
I can possibly recount. Chi and I would get together for a meal 
or quick visit when he came to town or if I was in Vancouver. 
It wasn’t until I started preparing to write a book about the 
band that I feel I met Ken Chinn. Sure, we talked about SNFU, 
but we also delved into his childhood and how punk rock and 
skateboarding saved him. We talked about the difficulty in being 
a gay man in the ’80s hardcore punk rock community. We also 
talked about his schizophrenia and how his medications numbed 
his creativity, which would lead him to rely more on alcohol and 
illicit drugs. Getting to know the man behind the persona, even 
slightly, was an incredibly important experience for me. 

As the years went on and his health continued to falter, he 
never stopped creating. His visual art is striking and inimitable. 
I commissioned art for my fanzine, shirts, and a tattoo over the 





























Se canal 
Scammed Scene oe 
ea peed 
ee ey 


1962-2020 


years. Right up until he was hospitalized, he was creating and selling 
art. He passed away in a hospital July 16, 2020 surrounded by close 
friends and family. 

I will miss my friend, but the world will miss a true original. 
Obviously, the SNFU discography is a great place to begin if you are 
not already familiar. Be sure to watch some live footage if possible. I 
hope the other bands he was a part of will someday get proper releases. 
My beaten demo tapes and janky mp3s of The Wongs, Little Joe, and 
Slaveco. need an upgrade. It was all original music that was trying to 
step out of the huge shadow that SNFU cast. 

He once told me one of his greatest fears was no one would 
remember him after he was gone. If the public outpouring of love and 
memories has been any indication, that fear was for naught. He is a 
cornerstone of not only Canada’s punk rock history, but the world’s 
and will be missed dearly throughout. In one last incredibly Chi Pig 
move, he secretly recorded a song to be released the day after he died 
as a goodbye to his family, friends, and fans. I cried. We all did. Here 
is to a very literal one of a kind. Rest well Piggy! 





—Ty Stranglehold 
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The Chicken Must Ride 


I was pretty naive when I was younger. 
Movies always made the future seem like a 
pretty enlightened place. My education on 
history taught me that plenty ofhorrible things 
happened in the past. It seemed like before 
I was born there were all those wars and 
unrest, genocide, mass suffering, the Great 
Depression, and truly hard times. All through 
my sheltered childhood it seemed like all the 
larger blunders of humanity were behind us. 
It seemed like decade after decade we would 
keep inching toward that enlightened future 
where everyone had fresh clean futuristic 
clothing, hover cars and jetpacks would 
easily whisk us to and from our comfortable 
jobs, and on the weekends we would teleport 
to any vacation destination imaginable. We 
would have outgrown the primitive antics of 
early humankind, moved beyond wars, and 
a steadily improving cumulative intelligence 
of humanity would rule supreme. 

Now it seems the world is inching closer 
and closer to chaos, and the naiveté of my 
childhood is quite evident. Did I really 
think humans would grow up? I have to be 
an optimist. It ain’t easy, I tell ya. After the 
results of the 2016 election in this country I 
wondered how quick it would be for him to 
bring harmful change. Well, it came slower 
than I suspected it would, but I now suspect 
that was by design. Fast change creates a 
stronger response. Slower change is noticed 
less by the masses. 

Here I am, the Rhythm Chicken, master 
of whimsical mayhem and carefree, wanton 
lunacy with a beer in each hand standing 
before god and her sister. “Hey god,” I say, 
“How can I write about my silly antics when 
there is so much wrong happening around 
me?” She scratches her head and says, “The 
wrong was always there, you just never 
noticed it.” Then her sister, Cat Woman, nods 
her head in approval. I stop to think about it 
and they’re both right. I slowly see the reality 
of things in our society. That ol’ phrase I was 
taught in high school social studies class, 
“Change is inevitable”, (Mr. Vollrath with 
the 9 '4 fingers), it goes both ways. 

The 4". of July is usually the one day 


of the year you can be pretty darn sure the — 


Chicken will appear like Santa on Christmas. 
I usually wake up with a slight hangover, go 
grab a greasy breakfast at the local diner, 
grab a case of Blatz at the gas station, and 
then start setting up my parade float for the 
ultimate small town star-spangled spectacle 
where I get to make a mockery of all things 
proper and thumb my chicken-nose at a 


sizable crowd of festive patriots. A chicken 
pounds away on his thrift store drumset 
with a questionable amount of Blatz flowing 
through his very being, all while rolling 
through a somewhat unknowing crowd 
of half-drunk Wisconsinites cheering at 
anything that excites them because they’re 
not punched in and not getting paid to think. 
USA! USA! USA! 

So, we’re in a pandemic. No crowds. 
No mass gatherings. Needless to say, no 
parade. Cancelled, for the first time in two 
hundred years, probably. Fortunately, my 
parade buddy Chad thinks like I do and we 
didn’t think twice about still hooking up the 
ol’ manure spreader to the famous tractor 
that once belonged to Door County Polka 
King Freddie K and rolling our feast for 
the senses through town as if that’s what 
we do every Saturday. Pandemic or not, the 
Chicken must ride. 


Dinghole Report #176: Ruckus 
Don’t Need a Crowd, America. 
(Rhythm Chicken sighting #739) 

Every other year when the 4" of July 
parade is in full gear and there are a hundred 
floats, thousands of folks lining the streets, 
and everyone is celebrating a thing called 
“freedom,” things are pretty disciplined. 
This year, we meet in a farm field and 
enjoy our morning champagne in a cloud of 
dragonflies with no serious schedule. Chad 
shows up later and we cheer just because 
he showed up! Freshly emptied Blatz cans 
are methodically attached to the manure 
spreader. The goofy signs are duct taped 
around the entire circus on wheels. As we 
roll into town to where the parade usually 
starts, we can’t help but laugh at how easy it 
is. There is no traffic, no crowds, no police, 
and to us, no rules. 

Chad laughingly picks the north end of 
the usual parade route as a starting point. 


We pull out into the mild traffic of State 


Highway 57 (which is usually closed off, 
but not today!). Where there are usually a 
couple hundred folks there to see the very 
beginning of the parade. There is no one. I 
start pounding out my wildly chaotic ruckus 
rhythms, chicken-ears flying this way and 
that, and suddenly there’s a car behind us. 
Just some normal schmuck trying to drive 
through town and they find themselves 
behind a tractor pulling a manure spreader 
carrying a drumming chicken and his friends 
who are waving and hollering to a 4" of July 
crowd that isn’t there. 


Our rolling 
solo float of 
unrequested 
whatever! 


One nice thing about there being no real 
parade was that we moved rather swiftly 
through town. Parades tend to move slower 
than a chicken wants it to. The normal parade 
route which usually takes a good forty 
minutes to crawl through took us maybe a 
refreshing ten minutes of empty sidewalks 
and a few excited folks waving from their 
porch or from passing cars. When we reached 
the end of the parade route, I took a break 
to slam a half gallon of water and catch my 
breath. Not only am I wearing a big, dumb 
dirty chicken head, but one with a face mask 
over his nose and mouth. 

Then we truly take advantage of the free- 
form nature of this entire scenario and go 
back along the parade route in the opposite 
direction! The few people who saw us the 
first time were extra excited to see us return 
the other way! Another line of cars was 
caught behind us as we crept through town 
with our rolling solo float of unrequested 
whatever! Ten minutes later we were back 
at the north end of town having a Blatz in 
the shade behind the fire department. The 
parade of one had completed its mission. In 
the middle of one truly bizarre summer of 
nothing cool happening at all, we made our 
little statement to the few who witnessed and 
listened. Since every witness was a local, 
nobody was even remotely shocked. They 
cheered all the same. 

The fun is done. We’re standing properly 
distanced in the shade with lukewarm Blatz, 
talking about what everyone is talking 
about, the pandemic. For a brief while we 
brought some genuine backwoods ruckus 
to the fore and let the world laugh at itself 
for a moment. Of course, this was a brief 
distraction, an escape. 


The world has been darkening lately 
with various outbursts of humanity’s worst 
elements. For a while I was shocked at 
each week’s new dish of crapola. Then last 
week there was a shockingly putrid pile of 
dung unearthed right in our dugout. Most 
everyone in our weird niche of a music 
scene was made aware of repeated predatory 
sexual behavior that was happening—and is 
still happening—all around us. Sometimes it 
takes a fresh pair of eyes to see what’s in front 
of you. If you’re not the target of a predator 
it might be difficult to see. If a victim has 
the courage to speak up, we certainly should 
have the courage to listen. 

One of the exposed predators is someone 
with whom I have performed with in recent 


We brought some genuine 
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backwoods 


ruckus to the fore and let the world laugh 


years. At first I had an almost stupefied sense 
of shock, bordering on disbelief. Then there 
was a brief moment of realization. Duh, it’s 
always been there, I just never noticed it. It’s 
not just the perverse billionaire, the famous 
filmmaker, or the reality TV president who 
behaves like this. It can also be the low- 
budget barely known punk rock weirdo next 
to you at a basement show. Our scene is not 
immune to the dark behaviors deemed most 
detestable. It’s always been there. 

The Rhythm Chicken played one show 
with Nobunny in Las Vegas when I first 
met him. Then some years later we ended 
up playing two shows together in a project 
band called Ratso And The Rabbits. We 
shared a couple beers and posed for a 
couple of goofy photos to make our project 
band seem legit. I observed no creepiness 
and got no tingly spidey-sense of any 
creepiness. It might be the last thing I was 
looking for when a rat-puppet, a chicken, 
and some bunnies play rock songs for the 
sake of being goofs and celebrating that 
anyone would bother watching goofs being 


goofs. Needless to say, when the creepy 
news broke, I was totally shocked. 

I’m not going to get into the endless back 
and forth over what I’ve seen spun every 
which way on social media for the last week. 
That medium does have its positive aspects, 
and this entire scenario is proof. It is a new 
opportunity for victims to publicly accuse their 
abusers with a more direct communication to 
those who will listen to the accusations. The 
ball is in our court, and at the very least, we 
can listen. Sometimes the predators are not held 
accountable, sometimes they are. Again, at the 
very least, now they are pulled more into the 
spotlight and I hope it would limit or eliminate 
any further creepy behavior. Sometimes the 
accused move on and still become a Supreme 
Court judge. Sometimes they are held 
somewhat accountable and Burger Records 
gets effectively shut down. More often than not, 
the accused get off light, but any accountability 
is better than no accountability. 

The fact this shit was exposed is just the 
start. I hope it opened more eyes to what 
happens right in front of some folks, as it 


at itself for a moment. 


did for me. I’d like to hope it will encourage 
more of those who’ve been hurt to feel 
safe and seriously heard, to feel safe and 
supported by stepping forward and speaking 
up. I hope other predators will come 
forward without the threat or social nudging 
of being “outed” in honest attempts to right 
their wrongs and listen to their victims and 
others. I'd like to hope that empathy will 
become more instinctual, or more than just 
a passing thought. 

This music scene we are all in is a special 
club for oddballs and misfits escaping the 
stiff and often unjust world which modern 
society tries to sell us. When we don’t try 
to correct the wrong in our club, we’re just 
as bad as the bigger club we were trying to 
escape. It’s up to us to recognize predation 
and put forth our best effort to eliminate it. 
That begins with listening. 

There will undoubtedly be more bad 
news seemingly around every corner in the 
future. Mask up. Be well. Be aware. & 


—Rhythm Chicken se 
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= Wolfbrigade@ 
at Maryland 
Death Fest 2010 


Staying at home and _ missing 


out on live music, we find ourselves 
remembering all the great bands we’ve 
seen in the past by sharing videos, photos, 
and memories. While thinking about some 
of the amazing shows and awesome bands 
I’ve seen, I tapped into some archives that 
have barely seen the light of day. These 
photos of Wolfbrigade are from Maryland 
Death Fest in 2010. Was this really the 
first MDF I attended? It’s hard to imagine 
all those people and bands playing on 
several stages at the same time in one 
little corner of Baltimore. Wolfbrigade are 
an awesome Swedish punk band and one 
of my favorites! The punks at the metal 
show are the best! Here’s hoping we all 
have a chance to see Wolfbrigade and all 
our favorite bands live again! 


—Chris Boarts Larson 
slugandlettuce.net 
facebook.com/SlugandLettuce 
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Finally our most beloved Sudburians, 


TOMMY AND HURTIN’ 4 CERTAIN 
THE COMMIES 


Under the extreme duress of these most turbulent baa Tets 
Careen forth with a new four track 7inch EP 
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I'm glad my 
mother raised 
me to be self- 
sufficient. 


Recognizing the Balance 


Before my heathen child self was outta 
elementary school, I hada pretty good amount 
of skills under my belt—a belt fastened 
together with a 1977-era Darth Vader belt 
buckle made outta solid brass. 

_ My ma had schooled all three of us 
kidlings on how to properly maneuver our 
way around the kitchen, showing us the 
basics of cooking and just as importantly, 
how to clean up after ourselves. Some 
people just have it in ’em when it comes 
to cooking, and ma always had it in spades. 
Often bugging her to make something 
to eat, she’d remind me I already knew 
how. “But, yours always comes out better, 
Mom!” “Okay,” she’d answer, “Come 
and watch how I do it so you’! remember 
next time.” I usually hated that, but I’d 
watch her anyway and would always learn 
something. It was just beginning. 
: During Christmastime, my ma would 
go all in with the holiday cookies, making 
a grip of different kinds all from scratch. 
It was around this time I started taking 
a closer look at the science of cooking 
(which baking basically is) and because 
every year I was home on winter break 
from school, it afforded me extra time 
to hone my baking skills like a good 
Poppin’ Fresh would. My inner baker 
was piqued with the cookie madness 
happening: chocolate chip, peanut butter, 
oatmeal, snicker doodle, chocolate bon- 
bon, Mexican wedding cake, butterscotch 
haystacks—these were just some of the 
standard issue varieties my ma cranked 
outta the oven for years. Because of all 
the pointers I learned while helping move 
multiple trays of cookies in and outta the 
oven for a few seasons is why I became a 
pretty damn good baker by the time I was 
in high school. My wife Yvonne and her 
friends tell me to this day that I seriously 
need to get into the chocolate chip cookie 
business, because whatever it is I’m doing 
could potentially make some serious cash. 
Man, if it were only that easy. 

I'd. always trip on how some of my 
childhood friends could barely cook 
anything or even make something as simple 
as a sandwich—without getting their sloppy 
shrapnel all over the counter and floor— 
and then walking away from the aftermath 
on top of it. That seemed foreign to me, 
because even though I was often a bit more 


organized than most kids, it always seemed 


shitty to leave a mess behind for someone 
else to clean up. All three of us kids learned 
that real quick growing up, and it wasn’t 
just ma who hammered that home; the old 


-man hammered it harder, louder, and even 


more directly. Having a fuck-all attitude 
wasn’t an option, especially when it came 
to common areas in the house. These 
skills proved to be useful when I started 
to work with and being in bands. No 
one wants to share close space with a 
horribly unkempt douchebag, no matter 
how talented they might be. And let me 
state there’s a clear difference between 
dirty and messy, for those who might be 
getting the two mixed up. 

Laundry was another area of home life 
that my ma drilled into us at an early age. 
It wasn’t just keeping the clothes off the 
floor and into a hamper. Showing us how 
to use a washer and dryer, how to fold 
and hang our clothes, even stripping the 
linens and replacing our beds with fresh 
sets, we soon got the hang of doing our 
own wash pretty fast. I remember trying 
an angle with my ma early on, asking her 
if I could piggyback some of my laundry 
with hers, since she folded everything so 
nicely. Me and my big mouth got the same 
reply as when I asked her how she cooked 
something: “We’ll wash the load together, 
and then I can show you exactly what I do 
when it comes out of the dryer.” I never 
asked that again. It also used to make me 
laugh watching a few of my childhood 
friends shove clothes into their dresser 
drawers like they were stacks of extra 
napkins getting crammed into a vehicle’s 
glove compartment. I mean, how the heck 
are you supposed to find your favorite 
shirt, McWrinkly? 

The .subject of who does what at 
home came up in a discussion at my. work 
recently. When laundry came into the 
conversation, one of the guys who knows 
everything about nothing (everyone reading 
knows this annoying type) interrupted the 
conversation with, “It’s a washer. You turn 
it on and stick your clothes in there, big 
deal.” Knowing firsthand that this guy 


doesn’t lift a finger around his house, I 


looked at him and said, “It is a big deal, 
especially for someone like you who never 
washed a stitch of laundry in his life. You 
basically married your mommy, and I’ll 
bet she probably has your real mommy 


come over and take care of you when she’s 
unable to.” He didn’t like that, especially 
when one of the women co-workers started 
pointing and laughing at him, asking if 
he actually knew where the kitchen in 
his house was. Tough titty, man-child. 
This age-old mentality of males not doing 
certain things just because “that’s the way 
it’s always been” is a load of shit. It doesn’t 
make either side of a relationship more or 
less important. It’s simply recognizing the 
balance, not a decree of manly rules hand- 
etched upon a pair of cock-shaped stone 
tablets. I’m glad my mother raised me to 
be self-sufficient, especially in this sense, 
because I can’t imagine acting like the 
tool at my work. 

My father wasn’t completely immersed 
in this “decree of manly rules.” Being 
an only child to a pain-in-the-ass mother 
(AKA Evil Grandma) and to a father who 
kept him at arm’s distance, engaging 
mostly in surface-level conversation with 
him his entire life, our dad basically did 
what he wanted. This proved troublesome 
later on—especially between him and my 
mother—but when it came to doing the 
mundane shit around the house, he was 
often just lazy about it or preoccupied with 
other things that only concerned himself. It 
probably would’ve made more sense if dad 
fell into the category of males following 
the dicky decree, but it wasn’t to be, and 
that kind of behavior leaves an indelible 
impression on all of those who are in close 
proximity of it. I told myself at a very 
young age that if I’m ever lucky enough to 
find a girl, the girl for me when I get older, 
I’d never act the way my father did with 
my mother, not ever. It’s not usually the 
kind of conversation a kid in early grade 
school has with himself, but then again, I 
was never your usual kind of kid. 

I believe that being instilled with a 
certain level of self-sufficiency at a young 
age helped shape me into who I would 
eventually become as an adult. I was often 
the kind of kid who learned from others’ 
mistakes or blatant fucking up (not to say 
I didn’t share in the wealth of my own and 
other’s past stupidity). There’s no excuse 
for being a horrible dick just for being a 
horrible dick’s sake, unless you’re being 
funny amongst friends, y’know? That 
kind of behavior will always leave you 
standing alone. 
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JAMES SPOONER | @SPOONERSNOFUN 


This age-old mentality of males not doing 
certain things just because “that’s the way 
it’s always been’ is a load of shit. 


Learned behavior from one’s upbringing 
doesn’t always have to be destructive, though, 
no matter how horrible some of it might have 
been. Think of your memories as a huge 
field of golden wheat. Separating the wheat 
from the chaff can often be difficult, but it’s 
always possible. Some fields might have 
a few forgotten piles of dog shit you might 
step in, believe you me. Just be wary when 
walking through examining your crops, and 


don’t be so hard on yourself while doing so. 
Some farmers may take a little more time out 
in the field than others, and that’s perfectly 
fine because it’s not a race, it’s about results. 
If your crops are a bit overgrown and need 
extra handling, don’t hesitate to reach out 
for a field hand or two to get started. Like I 
mentioned earlier, it’s always possible. 
Fortunately enough, keeping this 
kind of balance in perspective for so 


many years led me into the direction of 
discovering the kind of woman I thought 
I’d never find, but seventeen years ago, 
I did. I’m happy to say that we’ve been 
married for eleven of those years as of 
October 10, 2009. 

Happy Anniversary, Yvonne! 


—Designated Dale 
designateddale@yahoo.com 
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FANTASIES 2X LP 
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: NEW: 
DRILING FOR BLASTING 
“FINGERS ARE THE BEST EYES” LP/CD 
BLUES-LADEN, MATHY PUNK ROCK FROM CHICAGO 


SUB DIO 
“SELF TITLED” DEMO TAPE 
RAGING EAST BAY PUNK ROCK 
EX THE GHOST, GREAT APES, OLEHOLE, 
QUEST FOR QUINTANAROO, BURIAL YEAR 





RECENT: 
THE ERADICATOR “THE COURT’S CLOSED ON CHRISTMAS” 12”/CD 
APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN “EVERYBODY'S BEEN BURNED” LP 
88 FINGERS LOUIE "GET OFF MY LAWN" 7" 


UPCOMING: 
SHOT BAKER “CRACK IM THE CODE" CDEP 
REBEL SPIES / STILL ALIVE SPLIT LP/CD 


UNDERGROUND COMMUNIQUE RECORDS 
BUY STUFF AT: 
UNDERCOMM.BANDCAMP.COM 
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nne La Havas _ 
is a British 
er-songwriter 


_ with powerful pipes | 
and big, boautinul 
hair. Her 2015 

















layered lyrics and > 

incredible vocals. __ 

_ She recently dida 
soulful Tiny Desk 
_ Concert from her 

home during 

quarantine. | 
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mpson is the effortlessly chillindie pop =” 
singer of your dreams. Their new singles 
'‘Summer” and “I Miss My Dawgs” : 
two official moods for summer 
ipson is also half of the indie di 
. Smoke King. 
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~ for smashing wind 
with your homegirls. - 
Vocalist/guitarist 


Georgie eee 
released a new a andl - 
Who Are The a in 







‘Who doesn’t love _ 
Aye Nako? Though > 
they’ve been on 
hiatus since 2017, 
their music has been 

_ deeply meaningful 
_to their fans in the 
Black LGBTQ+ | 
community. Unleash — 
Yourself (201 5) 
beautifully mixes __ 
the political with he 
personal. Aye 
-Nako’s members are_ 
Mars Dixon, Jade 
Payne, Sheena 
McGrath, and joo. 
McCann. 
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DRINKING BEERS AND JAMMING WITH TRUE FRIENDS FORMS THE SOLID PILLAR 
ON WHICH THE THREE-PIECE SWEET REAPER WAS FORMED. BETWEEN WORKING NINE TO 
FIVE IN THEIR GALIFORNIA COASTAL TOWN OF VENTURA, THEY CREATE LOW-FI, MELODIC, 
TWANGY PUNK/BEACH TUNES AND ENJOY THE SMALL TOWN LIFE. 


WHEN LOOKING AT THEIR ENTIRE MUSICAL HISTORY—PAST/CURRENT BANDS INCLUDE 
MASSENGER AND VNLVX—ONE CAN SEE THEY’RE ACCOMPLISHED MUSICIANS AND 
GENUINELY GOOD PEOPLE WHO VALUE THEIR LOCAL SCENE, WHETHER IT’S THE MUSIC 


SCENE, THE BEACHES, OR COMMUNITY ACTIVISM. 


IF THERE’S ONE THING THAT COULD BE TELLING ABOUT THE MUSIC OF SWEET REAPER, 
IT WOULD BE HOW THEY ARE PARTICULARLY APPEALING TO YOUNG CHILDREN. | HAVE 
ALWAYS THOUGHT OF CHILDREN AS HAVING A SIXTH SENSE FOR JUDGING CHARACTER 
AND GOODNESS. AND, | BELIEVE, THAT IS EXACTLY WHY CHILDREN ARE DRAWN TO THE 
MUSIC OF SWEET REAPER. THAT, AND SASHA’S DRUMMING, WHICH BOTH BOUNCES 
ALONG AND DRIVES THE SONG SO PROMINENTLY BUT NOT OVERBEARINGLY. THEY HAVE AN 
ECLECTIC TASTE IN MUSIC WHICH MAKES THEIR SOUND VERY ACCESSIBLE AND LIKED BY 
MANY, INCLUDING BANDS WHO SEEK THEM OUT TO SUPPORT THEIR SHOWS AND T0 ADD 
THEIR MELLOW VIBES AND POSITIVE ATTITUDES. THEY’RE THE PERFECT COMBINATION OF 


HUMOR AND REAL TALENT. 
I LIKE TO THINK OF THEM AS “BEACH PUNKS,” NOT ONLY BECAUSE OF WHAT | KNOW 


ABOUT THEIR PERSONALITIES, BUT ALSO BECAUSE IF YOU LIKE PUNK MUSIC, THEN THIS 
IS THE PERFECT SOUNDTRACK FOR YOU FOR WHEN YOU’RE JUST HANGING OUT AT THE 


BEACH DRINKING A BREW IN THE SUNSHINE. 


THIS INTERVIEW TOOK PLACE DURING THE COVID-19 PANDEMIC, 
Pe ela ws Ca Teme Ta ee 


HAD BEGUN TO LIFT. MANY STILL AVOIDED GOING OUTDOORS AND 
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SETH PETTERSEN - LEAD VOCALS/GUITAR 
DANNY BOEe * BASS GUITAR/BACKING VOCALS ” 
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Rosie: What made you want to start 
Sweet Reaper? 

Seth: Well, I had broken my ankle 
while I was skateboarding to work. 
Subsequently, I was at home on 
disability leave for almost six 
months. During that time, | was 
working on a lot of music here at 
the house. I recorded what ended 
up being a solo album, which was 
called Sweet Reaper. 

Sasha: And I pretty much learned 
to play drums to the songs on that 
album. 


Seth: So basically, the three of 
us started jamming those songs. 
Our first show was at this guy 
Brandon’s house up in the Ventura 
Hills somewhere. 

Danny: Yeah, that house burned 
down by the way. 

Seth: So, we got invited to play 
this house party thing and I had 
been playing solo shows under 
the name Seth Pettersen but I had 
just kind of gotten tired of that... 
name [laughs]. Everyone kept 
misspelling it and mispronouncing 
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it. And it just was kind of boring, obviously, 
for this new, cool band we had just formed. 
So, we just said, “Hey, we’ll call ourselves 
Sweet Reaper,” basically after the title of my 
solo album. After we decided that, then we 
had a band all of the sudden. Like a real band. 
We started writing new songs. And it was just 
really easy for us. We'd just hang out, drink 
some beers, and we would start churning out 
songs. It happened really organically. 

Rosie: I love that. I wish all bands could start 
like that. Also, Sweet Reaper, the name, fits 
you all so well. 

Sasha: Well, the sweet reaper thing happened 
before you even recorded the album... you 
got a tattoo of the reaper with a surfboard. 
And this guy... 

Seth: I was in line at the liquor store and 
some kid behind me in line, he goes, “Oh 
man. Sweet reaper.” 

Everyone: [laughs] 

Sasha: The part you left out was that Seth 
started doing all these reaper paintings and 


reaper artwork while he was at home with 
the broken ankle. Kind of this multimedia 
artwork where we would go and get paintings 
from the thrift store and then he would add a 
reaper into it. Or he would do collage art on 
a painting and add more paint or drawings 
to it. 

Seth: It was all kind of reaper-based art I 
became obsessed with. 

Rosie: What I love about it is how it’s more 
of a fun vibe instead of what we’re used 
to sometimes when thinking of reapers— 
obviously as being pretty dark. Reapers can 
be associated with punk/metal as well and I 


know you guys have punk influences but it 
feels like more of a light-hearted take on it. 
Sasha: Life is hard and death is... maybe 
sweet, you know? I don’t know. 

Seth: Yeah that’s sort of the underlying 
message. You know when the three of us 
get together, we just start joking around 
immediately. We make each other laugh pretty 
damn hard. We take a lot of things seriously, 
but we also joke about most everything, most 
of the time. 

Rosie: I’ve always really loved just how 
much you all seem to love living in Ventura 
and as a musician—I hesitate to say “working 
musician” but you’re obviously something 
more than people who just play for a hobby— 
would you say that living in Ventura has hurt 
your career as musicians? Do you think it 
would be better to live in L.A. where there 
are more opportunities? 

Seth: This is something for Sash and I. 
We’ve obviously been playing in bands 
for a little while now and we probably had 
an opportunity a few years ago to be like, 
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“Okay, we’re going to go to L.A. and do 
all this stuff.’ But, for both of us, it just 
seemed gross. I know a ton of people who 
have moved to L.A. I know a ton of people 
who have moved to The Bay. They’re eking 
out an existence, but really they’re not doing 
anything different than what we’re already 
doing here. The downside is that being sixty 
miles or so north of L.A. we’re sort of “in 
there” but we’re also not. So, we can go play 
an L.A. show but we’re never not going to 
open. We’re always going to be the Ventura 
people. It’s funny because we’ll go play 
a show in L.A. and our local friends from 


Se 


L.A. are like, “Whoa, you guys are driving 
home tonight? That’s crazy!” And we’re like, 
“Dude, it’s forty minutes away. It’s not a big 
deal!” I’m like, “Yeah it’s 2 AM, the bar just 
closed, and I have to go to work at 7 AM but 
you know, it’s not a big deal.” 

Sasha: Well, we consciously made a decision. 
It’s like you have to constantly be out there 
basically whoring yourself out, going to other 
shows, meeting people, talking to who’s got 
the new venue, who’s doing shows at the 
new spot or the art space, and it’s a lifestyle 
that’s not really appealing (living in L.A.). 
Even though there are tons of great bands. 
Not only that, but we just would rather be 
in Ventura, having more fresh air, a smaller 
town, and the beach. Just not living that life 
of constantly trying to go for it. Yeah,. if 
we would have moved to the city, and that 
was our goal, then we probably would have 
gotten “bigger.” But that’s not really what’s 
been important to us. 

Seth: When I run into people at shows who 
are in bands and they give off this networking 
vibe, it’s so fucking gross. 
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Sasha: Turn off! 

Seth: I’ve met so many people who are all 
about that and so my whole thing has always 
been: “Look. We’re going to do what we do 
and if they fucking like it then cool. If they 
don’t, then who fuckin’ cares?” We basically 
only do this for ourselves. And the people 
who.do like it, now we end up doing it for 
them as well. But we’re not going to go to 
you; you’re going to come to us. We’re too 
old to be fucking running around and trying 
to schlep. We do what we think is cool. If 
people like it, then so be it. And if we meet 
other cool musicians and discover rad bands, 
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then that “networking” happens naturally. 
Rosie: I know you also have jobs that you 
care about as’ well. Sasha, I know you work 
with kids. 

Sasha: Yeah, I hate them. [laughs] 

Rosie: [laughs] Yeah, me too. [laughs] And 
Seth, you work with people with disabilities. 
And Danny, what do you do? 

Danny: Right now, I’m working at a distillery 
in Ventura and we’re actually making a ton of 
hand sanitizer. Before that I was playing low 
stakes live poker to pay the bills. But all the 
casinos are closed, because it’s the end of the 
world. So... 

Rosie: [pauses] Wow, that’s a fun fact. 
[laughs] 

Seth: Hey, Danny, when they reopen are 
you going to go back to doing that or do 
you think you’re going to stick it out at the 
booze factory? 

Danny: Probably both, I think. I do like 
having a guaranteed income and it’s much 
less stress, but there’s something about the 
poker lifestyle that’s also exhilarating. 
Rosie: So, you’re making sanitizer now 
because of the pandemic and companies 
and industries have been completely turned 
upside down. What has also been affected 
hugely, of course, is the music industry. 
Obviously, Seth and Sasha you live together, 
but are you guys still practicing? Are you 
still writing? 


Seth: Short answer is no. We have not © 





jammed. We’ve attempted to jam a couple 


times and it hasn’t panned out, which is | 
totally fine. I’ve played a couple solo events, | 


where you go online and it’s an Instagram 
live video and I’ve done another one where 
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it was this all-online music festival. It was 
cool, you know. It was fun, but of course, it 
was certainly nowhere near playing a show. 
Sasha: I’ve gotten into recording music: 
drum machine stuff and synth. I have three 
synths and it’s been fun just learning how 
to use GarageBand. I have never really 
done that before by myself, fully doing 
all the instruments. We jammed once, just 
Seth and I but it’s definitely not as fun 
without Danny. 

Rosie: Of course. Are you missing it, Danny? 
Danny: Yeah, it’s hard for meto get motivated 
to play music by myself. I rely on my friends 


a lot to get me motivated, so it’ll be nice to 
start practicing hopefully soon. And I miss 
shows a lot too. It gets depressing. It’s like 
we live somewhere where music is banned or 
something. It’s bizarre. 

Seth: I miss how we all used to get “show 
butt.” Like when you’re about to play a 
show and all of the sudden you have to take 
a shit because you’re nervous. We’ll unload 
the van in the bar, and we’ll be chilling 
drinking a couple beers and then like ten 
minutes before our set, it’s like, “I got show 
butt. What the fuck?” 

Everyone: [laughs] 

Seth: I want to mention that when this whole 
thing (COVID) started and I was going to be 
out of work for a while, I instantly put all this 
pressure on myself like, “Oh my god, I’m 
going to get so much shit done! I’m going 
to record two albums. I’m going to write 
so many cool songs and I’m going to draw 
every day and all this stuff!’ And then none 
of that happened. I did a little bit of it and 
I think a lot of creative people did similar 
things; where we thought that this was going 
to be some epic opportunity to knock some 


shit out. But times were just fucking weird 
and stressful and it was not conducive with 
creating. So, we’ve been trying to just go day 
by day and get through it. 

Rosie: Yeah, it’s been hard. The other huge 
event we’re all working through—and why 
protests are currently happening—is the 
brutal murder of George Floyd by the police, 
causing this uprising of fighting for racial 
inequalities. How is that all sitting with you? 
Sasha: I think it’s forcing the mainstream and 
more people to look at the issues than ever 
before, which is awesome. I feel the intensity 
of everyone’s reaction. It’s almost like the 


quarantine helped because there aren’t as 
many distractions. It’s sad that so many 
lives have been lost and it’s taken so long for 
people to start waking up. We’ re ina fortunate 
position in life, but it’s a heavy blanket of 
stress. Experiencing the current climate, the 
murder of George Floyd last week, on top of 
dealing with how suddenly the state wants 
to open up, on top of everything else that 
we’ve always been dealing with as a society, 
with regard to politics, the environment 
and our... fucking... the idiot in charge, 
it’s definitely taken—not a toll—but it’s 
definitely affected us. 

Rosie: And this comes with no judgment, but 
are you all participating in protesting? 
Sasha: We plan to go to a protest tomorrow, 
but we’ve been very cautious. Seth and I 
have been trying our best to stay safe. I’m not 
a super young person anymore. I have certain 
health issues of my own that could put me in 
the at-risk category. We’re not rushing to go 
to any bars or any public spaces. Going to the 
grocery store is enough for me. We have our 
circle of friends that we’ve spent time with 
outdoors. We try to be good on that front. So 















tomorrow we plan to ride our bikes, scope 
it out, and try to do physical distancing. We 
made signs today. We’ve donated money and 
try to also share information. 

I’ve always nipped it in the bud with any 
ignorance in conversation or around people. 
I studied photojournalism in college and so 
I used to go to a ton of protests back in the 
day in Washington D.C. and Pittsburgh and 
photographed a variety of marches for many 
different causes. I’m always trying to inform 
myself and do what little things that I can. 
Ultimately, I know the main thing is voting 
and for people to get involved in government, 
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which is boring. That’s not as exciting 
as running out, getting tear gassed, and 
shouting “Fuck the police!” which— 
you do need to do that, but that’s really == 
just the first step. You have to vote. You 
have to get involved. I don’t have a good 
enough background to get involved in 
politics. [laugh] They would instantly 
find something shady. [laughs] 

Seth: If Trump can do it, you can do it. 
[laughs] 

Danny: Exactly. You could be president. 
Sasha: That’s true. That’s true. 

Seth: I think that when you wake up in 
the morning and you look at your phone 
and you see the fucking footage of what’s 
going on with the protests and the cops, 
you have no choice but to fucking get 
involved. Instinctively. It’s a reaction. So, 
we, as a band, our little tiny voice that 
we have, we’ve been trying to influence 
people via social media. So yesterday was 
the “Bandcamp waives the fee” day so we 
donated one hundred percent of that. We 
made fifty some odd bucks for the bailout 
fund in L.A., which is just a small drop in 
the bucket, but every little bit helps. 
Sasha: And we made personal donations 
to other organizations. 

Seth: Even before this, our band was 
constantly participating in fundraiser 
shows. We had the Thomas Fire up here. 
We had a “Build the Skate Park” thing. So, 
this is bigger than all that. It’s a no-brainer 
for us to support and get behind important 
issues. It’s just natural. We don’t really 
think twice about it. 

Rosie: Totally. And I know, Sasha, you 
may or may not feel like you have a 
unique perspective because I know you’re 
from Panama originally, right? I know 
that you’ve expressed in the past that 
you’re one of those people who is actually 
a person of color but looks like a white 
person. Is that correct? 

Sasha: Yeah. I am part white, yeah. I’m 
Latina. 

Rosie: So does that make you feel a little 
more connected to this kind of movement? 
Sasha: Not necessarily because—I feel 
connected to the movement totally—but 
I could never put myself in the shoes of 
an American Black person. I mean, I have 
this natural fear of the police anyway. I’ve 
never really had a positive experience. I had 
an experience with my mom one time—you 
could look at my mom and you would think 
maybe she doesn’t speak English—and so 
we got pulled over and it was one of those 
moments where you’re with your parent 
and then you realize that your parent is 
embarrassed, belittled, or disrespected. 
Basically, this cop was super racist towards 
my mom and pulled us over for something 


super dumb. ’ 
My mom was in the military. She worked T G 0 | NG a 
at the Pentagon at the time. She has awards. 
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have had that feeling of helplessness or like 
you don’t know what’s going to happen. 
And I definitely know what it feels like to 
be treated like you’re of lesser class because 
I don’t look like a wealthy blonde woman. 
But I don’t know what that feeling is, for 
real, to be Black in America. I just imagine 
that it’s the feelings I felt when I’ve had 
negative experiences with cops, but times 
a thousand. Black people have to deal with 
racism on so many levels every day; that I 
could never know. 

Rosie: Right. 

Sasha: I mean people just look at me and 
they think I’m white. Latino/Hispanic people 
see me and think I’m white. So, I guess I’m 
lucky, I suppose, in that sense but cops and 
other white people look at me like, “Who the 
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fuck are you? You low-life punk or grunge 
person,” [chuckle] or whatever. But that’s 
just no comparison to what others have to 
deal with. 

Seth: I’m the only true white male in the band. 
Rosie: I was going to ask about Danny’s 
background. 

Danny: Well, my dad was born in Puerto 
Rico and my last name is Gomez. So, Seth 
is technically whiter than me. But, like Sasha 
said, I’ve always had somewhat negative 
feelings associated with police and their 
power, but it’s unfathomable how it must feel 
to be Black in this country just walking to the 
store or really doing anything. And the idea 
that if you’re getting pulled over, you have a 
fear of getting murdered in the back of your 
mind? I have no idea what that’s like and my 
experiences pale in comparison. 

Rosie: Do you consider yourself Latino? I 
don’t mean to sound ignorant. 

Danny: Yeah, but it’s not something I really 
think about all that often, which clearly not 
everyone has the privilege of doing. 

Sasha: TheLatinocommunity here is notsuper 
diverse. I believe the majority is Mexican. 
I was at the mall one time and I overheard 
these people. They looked like Black people 
because most Panamanians look Black—or 
are Black. They are of African descent. So, 


I overheard these people speaking Spanish 
and I was like “Boop! Boop!” [imitates alarm 
sound, perks up]. All my alarms went off and 
I just went to them. And I was like, “Son de 
Panama?” and they were like, “Yes!” And we 
were like, “Wooo!” And we started talking 
because, being in Southern California, most 
everybody is from Mexico or El Salvador. It 
was super exciting. 

Seth: I’m from Camarillo which is only like 
twenty miles away. And when someone is 
like, “I’m from Camarillo.” I’m like, “What?! 
What’s up, brother?!” So, I can only imagine 
what it’s like to be from another country. 
Everyone: [laughs] 

Rosie: Sasha, do you prefer singing or 
drumming? 

Sasha: I prefer ...drumming. 





Rosie: Really? 

Sasha: I like not being in front. Unfortunately, 
a lot of things associated with me singing in 
bands has not panned out to be too easy. I’ve 
had some great times, but I think it’s difficult 
to be the one female in an all-male band. I 
would love—not talking about Seth—but I 
would like to maybe someday try to be in an 
all-female band. 

Seth: [meekly] But what am I going to do? 
Rosie: You’ll be the merch guy! 

Seth: [laughs] I’ll be the merch guy! 

Sasha: Yeah, I think the fragile male ego is 
a real thing. 

Rosie: Absolutely. 

Sasha: No offense guys. 

Seth: No, it’s true. It’s true. 

Sasha: Well, what I like about being a drummer 
is that I feel like there’s no real attention on me 
and I like that. Seth and Danny are just shredding 
it up front and it’s just super cool. And I feel 
like ’m more involved with the music. I have 
to be pretty focused, but that rhythm is just very 
soothing. Maybe it’s like a baby listening to the 
mother’s heartbeat or something. 

Rosie: It’s very primal. 

Sasha: And it’s grounding for me. 

Rosie: Cathartic. 

Sasha: Yeah and singing is super cathartic, 
but singing is a lot more personal. I’m like 


literally very exposed and vulnerable. Even 
though I disguise some of my lyrics to a 
degree, it’s like you’re just an open wound. 
And playing drums is just different. 

Rosie: It surprises me that it’s so hard for you 
to be up front because you wouldn’t be able 
to tell, watching you. 

Sasha: Getting onstage is not the hard part. 
The performing part is super fun and usually 
never a problem. I would rarely get nervous. 
Maybe a little bit. But I get way more nervous 
when I’m going to play drums. I think it’s 
everything else—all the other aspects of 
being in a band. I just don’t think I’ve had 
as good of luck with it, but I’ve also gotten 
to play with some great musicians and we’ve 
made some cool stuff. It hasn’t always gone 
the direction I wanted it to go. But you know, 
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everybody has jobs. We’re not young. It’s 
not like I just started doing this and I’m in 
my teens or early twenties. Everybody who 
I’m working with is in my age range:and has 
wives and kids and other priorities. I think 
that has affected things, but we’ll see what 
happens. I ain’t dead yet! [laughs] 

Rosie: Do you ever practice drums by 
yourself? 

Sasha: I usually just practice when we jam. 
If I had a drum set at the house I might be 
one of those people who puts headphones 
on and drums to songs and all that. But just 
getting the motivation to go to the jam spot 
by myself to drum to.songs... it’s not as fun 
as jamming with Seth. [giggles] I like “go” 
time. I didn’t grow up learning to play the 
drums. It’s one of the newer things I’ve 
started. I’m not disciplined. I didn’t learn in a 
disciplined way. 

Rosie: I think that’s better. Just to play for 
fun. Well maybe not better. Just different. 
Sasha: I’ve felt intense intimidation playing 
so many shows with amazing drummers. 
Even you! Back when I first started and I 
was like, “Oh my god! I’m playing and she’s 
playing too. I hope people aren’t paying 
attention to me!” 

Rosie: Oh my god... [embarrassed] 

Seth: Well, dare I mansplain anything, but it 
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seems like there is a lot of pressure on women 
from the male music community. “Oh yeah, 
she’s pretty good for a girl.” We’ve all heard 
that whole thing. To me, this band works 
because Sasha is a woman. And maybe it’s 
because she’s my wife.... 

Sasha: | think it’s you. I think it’s you and 
Danny. 

Seth: Well, yeah. It seems to work with the 
three of us, this dynamic. 

Sasha: I’m just supporting the song. 

Seth: But I don’t look at it that way, Sasha. I 
look at it like the music wouldn’t be the same 
if it wasn’t you playing the drums, if we had 
some dude on there who was overplaying, 
was all [imitates busy drum fill] doing all 
this shit just because his fragile male ego 
told him that was what the song needed. 
I think that you have a different way of 
looking at the song, and that helps with the 
vibe of the final creation. 

Sasha: I only have three beats. 

Rosie: That’s all you need! 

Seth: I love the songs. It is what it is and 
I think they’re great. It has never hindered 
our songs. 

Sasha: And Danny can always just fill in 
those parts for me. If need be. [chuckle] 
Seth: Yeah and Danny is a great bass player 
who drives a lot of the melody, which is nice. 
But when we write a song, we usually write 
all together. 





Rosie: You do? You don’t bring a song you’ ve 
been working on, to the two of them? f 
Seth: Very seldomly. No, we’ll go practice 
and then we’ll run the set or whatever and 
then afterwards if we’re feeling inspired, 
we may just end up jamming. And then it’s 
usually me and Danny start a little back and 
forth, a little ping pong with the riff and then 
Sasha will step up with the beat. One thing 
leads to another and boom, there’s a song. 
Rosie: And you just start singing random 
words? 

Seth: Yeah, I usually have some sort of idea 
or maybe a theme. And it just comes to me 
boom! like a strike of lightning while I’m 
singing. I’ll garble-de-goop the shit out of the 
lyrics for a while until I finalize them, which 
in this last record’s case was the day before 
we recorded. 

Sasha: [laughs] 

Seth: I have an idea about what it’s going to 
be, but I’m a melody guy first. So, I’ll go: 
[in singsong]-“Saba-da-dabadee-doo doopy 
gunnada daaaaa!” and then I’ll think, “What 
was I trying to say there?” I was trying to 
say: [in same singsong melody] “You know, 
Saturday night, I’m going to get in the van 
and go to town!” So, it’s just shit like that. 
Everyone: [laughs] 

Rosie: Question for Seth: I’ve heard a rumor 
that you’ve been encouraged by fans to make 
some kids songs. Is this true? 





Sasha: [laughs] 


Seth: Yes, this is true. As I get older more 
and more of my friends are having children. 
Reluctantly, I’ve noticed that their children 
are very much drawn to my music, whether 
it’s my solo stuffor Sweet Reaper. I’m hearing 
that—from the people who I’m actually 
trying to make this music for—coming up to 
me and saying, “Dude, my kid will not stop 
asking for Sweet Reaper.” 

Everyone: [laughter] 

Seth: We have cassette tapes for our records, 
right? Which, for better or worse, a lot of people 
have tape players in their cars—so people are 
driving around with Sweet Reaper and their 
kids are in the back in the car seat, right? So, 
I’ve heard on more than a couple occasions 
that the kid will have a tantrum if the mother 
or father changes the tape from Sweet Reaper. 
I’ve had multiple people say, “I am so sick and 
tired of hearing your fucking band...” 
Everyone: [laughs] 

Seth: “...because it is /iterally the only band 
my son wants to listen to.” So, yes. This is a 
blessing and a curse. It’s a thing where people 
have encouraged me to do this, but I’m also 
a bit nervous about it because if the kids are 
already liking what I do then... 

Rosie: Yeah, why change it if it’s working, 
right? 

Seth: I mean, is it already a kid’s album? 
Everyone: [laughs] 
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Seth: I don’t want to sell them short and start 
singing about like, [in singsong] “Go wash 
your hands...” 

Rosie: Yeah, they’re going to be like, “What 
is this shit?” 

Seth: So, I’m a little nervous about what 
the contents are going to be. Obviously the 
sound would be the same, because, I mean, 
why fix it if it’s not broken? 

Rosie: What would you sing about? 

Seth: Well, my first song is going to be called 
“Eating Makes Me Hungry.” 

Everyone: [laughs] 

Seth: And it goes like: [singing] “Eating 
makes me hungry! / Drinking makes me 
thirsty!” And that’s all I have so far. It’s in that 
vibe and I’m not going to try to tell kids what 
to do. I’m just going to be telling kids, “This is 
what it’s like to be a human being.” I’m going 
to try and hearken back to my days when I was 
also their age. Kids get enough people telling 





MYCUL DAVIS 


them: “Wash your hands. Tie your shoes.” All 
that shit. We’re going be punk about it. 
Rosie: Nice, I can’t wait to hear it. 

Seth: Me too. 

Rosie: If it happens... or was that actually 
a preview of a new Sweet Reaper song? | 
don’t know. 

Everyone: [laughs] 

Rosie: Yeah, so moving forward, when the 
pandemic is over, what are your plans as a 
band? Have any plans changed because of 
everything that’s happened recently? 

Seth: I don’t think so. 

Rosie: I guess what I’m thinking about is like, 
for example, trying to amplify Black voices 
or trying to have/play shows incorporating 
more people of color. 

Sasha: Like we said earlier, we’ve always 
tried to play benefit shows for whatever 
is of pressing importance. Of course, 
we would totally participate in those. 
Personally, when I have booked shows | 





was always trying to make it more eclectic 
and inclusive. I wasn’t consciously like, 
“Somebody has to be Mexican or somebody 
has to be Black or somebody has to be 
Asian.” That just kind of happens when you 
try to make a show that’s different kinds of 
music and not just a// hardcore bands of 
all men. I always tried to make shows with 
women just because I like variety. I don’t 
like cliques and I don’t like everything to 
be the same all the time. 

Seth: Rosie, to your point and to Sasha’s 
point, I think that maybe it will influence 
more the shows we decide to play. We’ve 
always been wary to play these fucking 
angry, white male shows. 

Sasha: Sausage party shows. 

Seth: We’ve heard enough of that shit, dude. 
It’s fucking boring. 

Sasha: We can at least use whatever 
popularity we have or pull to help, and that 


always feels good. What else can we do? 
Besides voting, trying to help raise money, 
raising awareness, standing up against 
racism or any other kind of negative forces. 
I mean, that’s just who we are, really. 
Rosie: You mentioned having shows with 
more different kinds of music and I personally 
feel like that would really help create more 
diversity because, yeah, sometimes I feel like 
punk can just be so white. 

Seth: It’s a white boys club and it can get 
boring. Especially around here. Dude, that 
song and dance has been done. Sorry, you 
want to stay true to your roots or whatever. I 
ain’t got fucking patience or time for it. I’m 
not interested in it. 

Sasha: I have a word for it and I’m totally 
going to get lambasted for this, but I call it 
the “Ventura music patriarchy.” 

Rosie: Yeah. 

Sasha: And it’s a real thing. 

Seth: And it’s not just here. But it’s definitely 


here. There are more diverse scenes, 
obviously. I mean, c’mon, this is fucking 
Bakersfield by the beach. 

Sasha: Totally. It is a small town and we 
definitely have to respect and not forget the 
groundwork that was laid by certain people 
and certain bands—that’s super awesome 
and we love some of those bands—but I 
feel like we need to move beyond that and 
not just keep rehashing the same kind of 
music all the time. You can hold on to your 
heritage or whatever, but also create a new 
wave. You can make spaces for other genres 
and other bands. 

Rosie: Yeah, | wish there were more shows 
like that because I like hip hop and punk and 
rock’n’roll and metal. You know? I think a 
lot of people do. 

Sasha: Yeah, I booked a show one time 
with Cola Boyy who—he got big. He’s from 
Oxnard. He used to play in this band called 
The Sea Lions, from Oxnard. They’re a super 
good band. He started doing his own music— 
I’m really bad with genres, but kind of like hip 
hop, I guess. And he played at Coachella. But 
before he got all that, I booked a show with 
him and Sweet Reaper and a couple other 
bands and I was happy to do that. | don’t know 
how stoked other people were on it, but I was 
like, “This is going to be fucking awesome.” 
Rosie: I love it. 

Seth: Well, sadly a lot people just like the 
same old shit. They just want it spoon-fed 
to them. Like, “This is punk. Here you go.” 
Punk is whatever the fuck it wants to be, and 
you can do whatever you want with it and 
that’s the beauty of it. Some people will be 
on board with that and some won’t. 

Sasha: Not to say that everyone here in 
Ventura is close-minded. That’s not it at all. 
A bunch of our punk friends, they listen to all 
kinds of different music. But you really do 
have to go above and beyond to create a new 
scene and to be inclusive. If you just want to 
have a show with a shit ton of people to show 
up then, yeah, you’re going to have to make 
that same old lineup or include the same old 
bands that “bring all the people out.” 

Seth: It seems to me like COVID is 
yesterday’s news, but it’s like nothing has 
changed. There has been no breakthrough 
medically. Nothing is different. So, what the 
fuck? We’ve been in isolation for two months 
and now the state’s open and now we’re 
gathering in the streets? That’s just kind of 
fucking trippy to me, man. 

Sasha: What about you, Danny? I want to 
hear what Danny has to say. I don’t want to 
hear Seth talk anymore. 

Rosie: [laughs] 

Danny: | like hearing Seth talk about it. 
Rosie: Sorry, Danny. The bass player always 
kind of gets lost in the mix. 

Danny: That’s the way I like it. 


facebook.com/sweetreaper69 
instagram.com/sweet.reaper 
sweetreaper69.bandcamp.com 
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Chris: So we’re coming from the ’90s, and 
we’re hoping that you can tell us that things 
got better in the last twenty years. 

Pierce: [laughing] This is so sad! 

Ruben: Nah, I’m glad to tell you that the 
shit’s still going hard. We’re still generally 
the niggas. [laughter] A lot of times, they put 
the token Negro of their community on the 
gig. So it'd be us, another hardcore band, and 
then, like, this low-fi bedroom pop black girl, 
who we’re here for, but who you also put on 
this show to strictly just be like, “We know 
brown people!” 

Chris: I was in Philly for a black punk thing 
called Blkgrlswurld last fall. It was all black 
and brown punks, but I didn’t know if it was 
just because of the event, or... 

Ruben: In a scenario like that where it’s a 
showcase, it’s not weird. Also, it just depends 














what part of the country. We hit the West 
Coast—it’s not weird because there are just 
more brown people around. In some other 
places, you can feel the difference when 
you get there. Like, “Hi, do y’all have black 
friends or is it just like, ‘We booked these 
black people because we’re supposed to?’” 
It definitely breeds a level ofawkwardness 
where, until we literally finish playing our 
last note, the entire experience of being there 
is hella uncomfortable. Everyone is looking 
at us kinda funny. We’re not a small group 
of people. The smallest in height stature in 
our band is 671”. We’re a fairly tall band; 
we’re fairly bigger people, like most of us 
are over two hundred. And you can feel the 
discomfort of these people when we show 
up to the space. We’re just getting out the 
car. We’re dirty, we’re tired, and you can 























see some people just like, “Huh?” Then, the 
second we’re done playing, they’re like, “Oh 
my god, you guys are great.” It’s just like, 
you’ve been looking at me from the side of 
your eye for the last two and a half hours. 
Why did it take this music that you got a link 
to before you got here? 

This is back when we had two tall white 
kids in the band, so people got weirder as 
we got another member who’s black and 
Peruvian and we get more people who are 
brown in our group. Like, when we get 
to venues, they’ll default to our drummer 
because they’re white. And they recognized 
it and told me about it. It was to the point 
where I stopped caring. 

Chris: I remember seeing articles about your 
GoFundMe after you got racially profiled by 
police on tour, and I was thinking that was 
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probably a lot of people’s intro to your band. 
I was wondering how you feel about that. Are 
you guys, like, “the band that got arrested?” 
What was the result of that for you? 

Ruben: There’s a lot of weirdness with that, 
because we’re very thankful that the money 
was sent, that we got it to help out homie. 
But there’s a weird thing where people were 
like, “They made this up!” And we’re just 
like [sarcastically], “Yes. We made up an 
arrest to live in Kansas City, Missouri for 
like a year, for twenty Gs, because that’s life- 


changing money, apparently.” There was a 
lot of bullshit where it was like that. 

And then, when we got home, it was 
very uncomfortable, because every time 
any of us went anywhere for the first three 
weeks to a month, it was just like, “Hey, so 
like, between us, what really happened?” It 








really was a lot of people probing into weird 
question territory and people that we were 
close to being like, “They deserved it.” It 
wasn’t fun. It didn’t help besides in the way 
that we actually got the money to help get 
home, bul. 

Pierce: It actually permanently set us back 
in some ways. 

Ruben: Yeah, it became a thing where anytime 
anyone spoke about us for a year it was like, 
“Soul Glo—the band that got arrested in 
Missouri—put out a record... Enjoy!” That 
would be all that would be written. It was like, 
all we are is the black folk who got arrested in 
Missouri in a punk band. 

James: I would assume that, in some circles, 
it would give you some kind of cred, or points, 
or whatever. But do these kids understand the 
trauma of being degraded by the police? It’s 
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not just something you can brush off as this 
cool punk rock experience. 

Ruben: No. At points, it felt like we now 
owed everybody some explanation. Or 
everyone wanted to be the person who knew 
what actually happened. 

Pierce: Like, “We paid for it. We paid for this 
information. We donated to the GoFundMe, 
so tell us what happened!” 

Ruben: People hit us up like, “Any extra 
money you get, you need to send it here.” And 
we're like, “What extra money? A man’s on 
bail and couldn’t leave the state for the first 
couple months, is still having an apartment 
in Philly, and all his shit is in Philly. What 
do you mean ‘extra money?” It was just 
uncomfortable. Everyone wanted a piece of 
us. Then it becomes a weird question of, do 
these people even like us or do they feel like 
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they need to add a black band, “So let’s add 
this black band because they got arrested so 
this is relevant”? 

Pierce: [to Ruben] One thing that me 
and you were talking about a while ago 
that we’ve never really talked about with 
anybody is what it means for black artists to 
get arrested while working, while on tour, 
and how the whole cred idea is very much 
prevalent, and how it ultimately factors 
into record sales. If you have this image of 
being somebody who’s an outlaw—saying 
you got guns in the video, everybody’s on 
the corner or some shit like that—do we 
want people to characterize us as hard 
music video shit? Then it’s like, “Oh, well, 
them getting arrested all fits into their 
persona.” But it’s this issue that actually 
affects our lives. 





Ruben: | think because no one knew us— 
that actually came to define us. If you’re just 
hearing about us, all you’re associating with 
us is... somebody got arrested. 

Pierce: Exactly. And that’s fucked up. 
Because, ultimately, it’s just a cycle of 
perception amongst people who are not us 
attributing this shit to us. Not trying to know 
us or anything. Trying to make more reasons 
not to talk to us, but to write about us instead. 
I’ve noticed that a lot. 

Ruben: It got to the point where it didn’t 
matter what the lyrics were, they were just 
like, “You know, it’s political!” A lot of 
people have written about our shit and make 
commentary on what the lyrics are about, 
but have never actually spoken to us. So, 
therefore, they’re making big assumptions 
about what every song is about. As if that’s 


the only emotion a black person can have, 
especially after getting arrested. 
Chris: I was wondering if the lyrics to 
“(Quietly) Do. the Right Thing” were 
touching on that. 
Pierce: Not really. I feel like every song 
contains a little bit of something that’s very 
macro, like institutional racism, that affects 
very, very, very, very, very, very many 
people of different backgrounds. But then 
I always try to distill it into my personal 
experience. What I try to do with our shit 
lyrically is people will see the big idea. And 
I’m hoping they’Il see how I’m distilling it 
into my life and see what parallels they can 
draw on their own. 

With that song, basically the big idea 
is money. And then it trickles down into an 
interpersonal relationship issue that I had 
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with a friend of mine. Both of us are in bands 
and both of us are trying to be friends to each 
other. But, sometimes when you’re trying 
to be a friend to somebody, you end up not 
being a friend to them. You end up devaluing 
them. Making them feel like less. Ultimately 
that’s what that song is. It’s not really so 
much. about dealing with the shit with GG 
getting arrested. Honestly, it’s more about 
black artists trying to stick together and look 
out for each other. Also, how money really 
fucks that up. 

Chris: I thought that the big picture versus 
the lived experience thing was done really 
well in the lyrics for “Mathed Up.” Talking 
about cannabis laws and then, you know, the 
lyrics are some personal experiences. 
Pierce: Yeah, I mean, thank you. [laughter] 
Again, the big issue is money. At my core, I 
don’t want to live in a world where money 
even exists. But you have to think about 
what you have to do to provide for yourself. 
You gotta do what you gotta do. And then 
it’s also about the laws. All the hoops you 
got to jump through to continue to provide 
for yourself. 

James: Do you feel like over the course 
of your band, you’ve changed who you're 
talking to? This new album, Songs to Yeet at 
the Sun, felt like a black conversation. When 
I made the Afro-Punk movie, a question 
I often got from white people, especially 
back then, was, “Why aren’t there any white 
people in this movie?” Because they’ve 
never experienced something that wasn’t for 
them. [laughter] 

Ruben: It made them feel like they had a 
lens into something that was special. There’s 
a weird thing with that. 

James: It’s ridiculous, but it’s the first time 
that they experienced a black conversation. 
Because the way that we’re talking to each 
other, we don’t have to have any fagades— 
there’s a level of comfort that exists 


automatically, But if there was a white person 
in the room, we might censor ourselves in 
certain ways. And that’s basically how the 
film was. So it was the first time for them 
seeing that. When I listen to you guys and. 
you have in-between song banter and you’re 
calling each other niggas, it feels very 
authentic and real, but for the white kids 
who are listening, that’s not something that 
they comfortably do, so they’re getting a 
window into it. 

Pierce: Hmm, I don’t know if you’ve been 
on Twitter lately, but uhh... [laughter] 
Ruben: We’ve been tagged in photos of a 
show in Cleveland where we were like, 
“Black and brown people to the front!” And 
they were just like, “Why you try to, like, 
separate the audience? Why does it have to 
be black people up to the front?” 

Even the record (The Nigga in Me Is 
Me), I’ve seen some kids just be like, “It’s 
the name of the record. I should be able to 
say it!” It’s a Choose Your Own Adventure 
game. [laughter] You can say it. You can do 
whatever you want with it, but please know 
that there’s a reaction to it. 

Pierce: This is what’s crazy about life. When 
you do things, other things be happening. 
Ruben: It’s like, “Nah, bro. You’re obviously 
mad, because there’s some guilt in there that 
you can’t get down with, and you just might 
need to deal with that.” They just want to 
make you feel as bad as they feel now. 
James: Back in the day when Los Crudos 
would play, they spoke Spanish and it was 
clear to the audience that if you don’t speak 
Spanish, this isn’t for you. You’re welcome 
to be here, you’re welcome to enjoy it, 
but just by the fact that they’re speaking a 
language, they’re telling you who they’re 
talking to. Right? And then they have one 
English song, and it was for the white people. 
How does that relate to you guys? 

Pierce: I’m not gonna put on any airs because 
y’all are not going to extend the courtesy to 
me to even act like you give a fuck about me 
trying to assimilate into your shit. So, I’m 
gonna just do my shit musically, and be me 
and do me and if you fuck with it, cool, and 
if not, then I’m just gonna fuck off and y'all 
can fuck off too. 

There’s never been a time where we 
were included in some wave in our local 
scene. We just came out when we came out 
and we started playing shows. 

Chris: Who else do y’all play with? Who 
else is in your scene? 

Pierce: There’s the HIRS Collective. We 
played a couple shows with Spirit Of The 
Beehive and we admire them. There’s this 
band Fluoride. 

James: There are all these black and brown 
punk collectives all over the country. Are 
they like, “The first people we gotta call is 
Soul Glo?” 

GG: For sure. You call us. You call Solarized. 
You feel me? 

Ruben: Well, there was a period in time where 
it would be us, HIRS, and Solarized on a bill 
and that would cover the basics for that show. 
In the last couple years there’s been a lot more 


acts. Like, The Ire’s a band that gets a lot of 
the shows—that gets the representation. 
Pierce: There’s a band called Ghésh. It’s 
electronic and it kind of reminds me of, like, 
garage rap. Then they sample Limp Bizkit 
during the show and they start rapping over 
that shit. 

GG: Yeah, that shit was hard. 

Pierce: It was crazy. It was good. It wasn’t 
like it was corny. It was really good. 

GG: I feel like even when you have different 
black-fronted groups out here... 

Pierce: There are so many in Philly. 

GG: ...right, right. And it could still get very 
cliquey out here. We can be that go-to band, 
but not in every scenario. It just depends on 
what type of day you wanna have, you feel 
me? [laughter] 

James: I get the impression that Break Free 
Fest and various black and brown collectives 
happened as a reaction to what Afropunk has 
become. Do you guys feel like you currently 
fuck with A fropunk? 

Ruben: If I could afford that motherfucker, 
I'd maybe check it out, but it just feels like 
black Coachella. 


BUT YOU HAVE 
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GG: I’ve never been there, so I don’t know. 
Pierce: I just feel like this is not going to be 
a punk fest anymore. And if it does, I guess 
it’d be the equivalent of, like, Warped Tour. 
James: Yeah. My involvement with 
Afropunk ended in 2008. I would’ve 
definitely asked your band to play. Recently, 
when I’ve talked to some of the organizers 
of various black and brown, legitimate punk 
things, they’re looking at Afropunk like, 
“Yeah, that’s not punk, so we needed to 
reclaim it for ourselves.” 

Pierce: Afropunk is only as relevant as they 
want us to be to them. I wouldn’t say that 
they would gravitate towards us because, 
like you’re saying, Afropunk is a different 
entity now entirely. It seems like currently 
Afropunk has this idea of blackness that they 
want to convey through the showcase. But it 
also has to sell tickets, because we’re here 
in America and production costs exist. And 
bands that are sonically punk aren’t exactly 
going to sell the same amount of tickets. 
James: None of this would even be a 
conversation if black folks were allowed 
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to, you know, make disgusting music like 
you guys. 

Pierce: Agreed. Everybody has been weird 
within the context of their own culture, 
but people don’t take enough time to look 
into that preexisting culture to understand 
how what that one individual was doing 
was weird. People understand how we’re 
disgusting, because the only thing they have 
to compare us to is fucking Bad Brains. 
When it’s so many goddamn bands full of 
people who do not look like us who we’ve 
taken influence from. But we also are black 
still, and that’s attributed to the sound, It’s 
all of it simultaneously, but people can’t use 
their brains like that. 

Chris: I love how y’all blend hip-hop into 
your hardcore. Will you tell me more about 
working that style into your music? 

GG: I feel like Soul Glo has always had that 
shit. But I pulled up with the electronic shit. 
| integrated it in a way and we all made it 
work. I just really wanted to do something 
with the things that I had and the things that 
I was exposed to. 

Pierce: When we were doing one of our 
songs, Ruben was like, “Yo, you rapping on 
the song, you know that right?” And I was 
like, “What?” I knew I had some busy vocal 
parts in some songs, but I never looked at it 
like I was rapping. 

But then when GG entered the band, it was 
like a whole other world, because he has 
the willingness to learn about Ableton and 
technology in a way that I just don’t have. 
It’s just not the way that I can understand 
shit. Computers and math is very hard for 
me and GG learned the shit so fucking fast, 
it’s unbelievable. It just really came together 
very, very naturally and I didn’t really have 
to shift the way I approach things at all. 
It was a new level of foundation that he 
was adding—what I always hoped would 
happen. I feel that’s GG’s natural proclivity, 
to learn computer shit mad quick and make 
beats mad quick. 

GG: Yeah, it was like, integrated randomly. 
At our shows, Pierce had samplers that he was 
playing live, so I was like, “Oh shit, this is chill. 
We're trying to push some shit forward!” So, 
Pierce and I started fucking around on Ableton 
and it just grew from there. 

James: It really works well. The thing that 
| appreciated from this forthcoming record, 
there’s two or three hardcore songs and then 
it’s a hip-hop song and then it’s another 
hardcore song, but it has a nice flow. And I 
appreciate they’re different sounds that work 
well together. I wanted to get your guys’ take 
on the trappings of liking hip-hop and liking 
rock and not making “rap-rock.” [laughter] 
Ruben: | hadn’t heard the second half of the 
song since we wrote it. We wrote “31” and 
“32” without thinking of the hip-hop first. So, 
the first time I get sent the track, it’s done. 
And I’m just sitting at my job listening to this 
and one of my coworkers was like, “What’s it 
sound like?” And I’m trying to express this, 
and he just looks at me and goes, “Oh, so you 
mean, like rap-rock?” And I’m just like, “No, 
no, no, not that! Fuck that!” 


James: I feel like we’re on the same page. 
Whenever somebody is like, “You gotta 
check out this new hardcore band or this 
new black punk band,” and then I go, and 
I’m feeling it... and then they start rapping 
and I’m like, “Ugh, god! Can we just keep it 
separated?” [laughter] 

Ruben: A lot of the flow that works with rap is 
not far from, like, crazy powerviolence. A lot 
of metalcore definitely uses hip-hop trappings. 
They definitely took from T-Pain for a while, 
super autotuned. And then go back to like, 
“Now we're separate. Now we’re heavy.” No 
one ever wants to do the two together, and 
that’s the most important part. 

First time we did it was by accident. 
Pierce didn’t want to admit that he was 
rapping. It was a point of contention! It 
was like, “Bruh, you’re rapping.” And he’s 
like, “No, I’m just doing it like this.” And 
we’re like, “Nigga, that’s rapping.” After the 
acceptance of that is when it got easier. 

On tour, it depends on who’s driving, but 
the main car tides are either hip-hop, or we’ Il 
do the powerviolence punk thing for a while 
and then, after day nine it’s like, “Whatever 
fucking goes.” 

Pierce: We have this friend named Marv, 
who’s this amazing DJ in New York, and 
he makes these mixes called 2 Hours All 
Thugger. The first mix is fire because it starts 
off with Young Thug’s songs mixed together 
and then it turns into more Jersey, New York 
club music, where it’s like, “Toomp toomp 
toomp,” but it’s his songs put over that shit. 
It’s so good. 

Ruben: You gotta play mashup videos 
like Bobby Shmurda/Hawthorne Heights. 


Cae 


We covered that because we saw it on 
Soundcloud and it works perfectly. 

Pierce: That shit had a fucked up level of 
influence on us. That might end up being 
our downfall. 

Ruben: If you hear a really good mashup, 
you can really hear how you can blend 
two things. The most current one I’ve been 
hearing is Britney Spears over Deftones and 
the way she sings it, it’s even timed perfectly 
with their choruses. It was like, “Oh, you can 
just do this. It doesn’t matter!” 

Do you remember back in the day, 
like the late ’90s early 2000s, when every 
metalcore kid really just wanted to be a 
rapper desperately? And every show would 
just be kids in mosh pits trying to do hip- 
hop dances and the timing of it was perfect. I 
still remember seeing kids running in place, 
faking revving the car... | saw a kid trying to 
Nae Nae at a fucking hardcore show a few 
years back! They just love doing that shit. 
And on the other side, when you see young 
black kids dancing to, like, Mozart, it’s 
fucking beautiful. It’s the same idea, guys. 
You see that, then you’re like, “We could 
just do this and make sure it’s not corny.” 
Which is our big thing, also. 

James: A lot of kids like rap and they also 
like rock, and they’re trying to give you 
everything they like. But they don’t have 
a cory filter that’d be like, “Stop! We’ve 
gone into the corny realm!” 

Ruben: If you’re scared to show your 
homies, you shouldn’t play it live. 
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For as ii as I've known about punk 
rock, I've known about Penelope Houston. 
After 1 got a Sex Pistols tape in junior 
high, I spent my lunch periods in the 
school library doing research on Johnny 
Rotten and company. Some of the earliest 
articles I read covered the Sex Pistols’ last 
show in 1978—Penelope and her band 
the Avengers opened. Since then, she has 
put together an extensive solo career, 
has transitioned into painting, and has 
toured the world with a reformed version 
of the Avengers. 


Because of Covid-19, | was unable to travel 
to California for a wedding in April. | knew 
that Penelope was on the list of guests for 
that féte, and had worried that Id be an 
awkward nerd fanboy if I had a chance to 
talk to her there. I jumped at the chance to 
interview her for Razorcake (and didnt nerd 
out too badly—I think this might be the first 
ever interview with her that doesnt ask her 
questions about the aforementioned show). 
She has recently retired from her library 
technician gig, bringing things full circle to 
me discovering the Avengers ina library. 








Mike: Congratulations on your retirement 
from the library. Was it planned prior to the 
pandemic? 

Penelope: I’ve been planning it for a while. It 
was unfortunate that I wasn’t able to get into 
work to wrap things up in the last four months. 
Mike: Have you been doing the work-from- 
home thing since then? 

Penelope: No, they sent us all home, and 
then as city employees we’re bound to act 
as Disaster Service Workers. They called 
me up. The first time was to be a driver for 
COVID-positive homeless people and take 
them to the hotels that San Francisco is 
putting people up in. I had this cough going 
on at that point, and I said I had to get tested. 
So that job didn’t happen. 

Once I tested negative, they called me 
up to work in one of the hotels for homeless 
COVID-positive people. They let me out of 
the assignment after five weeks and I retired 
after that. 

Mike: You were an archivist, but not a 
librarian? 

Penelope: I was working as a_ library 
technician for the last six years. I was in 
the San Francisco History Center, Book 











Arts and Special Collections department. I 
convinced them to start a punk archive for 
San Francisco and the Bay Area and worked 
on that. But I didn’t go to school to be an 
archivist. I was curating the archive, whereas 
they need to have librarian archivists to finish 
the processing of the whole collection. 
Mike: That opens a couple threads of 
conversation. Over the course of reading all 
these interviews with you and articles about 
your career, I got to the Avengers breaking up 
in 1979. Then there are two threads I found: 
you moving to Los Angeles to do film, and 
you moving to England to do a Screamers 
movie. Then, after that, when you did the 
press cycle for your record On Market Street 
in 2012, you were talking about getting your 
B.A. in studio arts. I was wondering if there 
was a library degree in there, as well. 
Penelope: [laughs] Yeah, my history with 
the library is long and complex. I started 
working at the Hollywood branch library in 
1980, maybe? 1982? After the Avengers had 
broken up. 

I was working there as a page. I did move 
to England. That was for love, not for any 
career move. The Screamers movie was in 





L.A., it wasn’t in England. I went to L.A. and 
worked on it. Then I moved to England, and 
then back to California after a year and half 
in London. 

I got back and. started doing my 
experimental acoustic music. Then after a 
couple years I needed an income, so | went 
to work at the library in San Francisco. I 
was there for a long time, doing two days 
a week. Finally, I was doing so many tours 
with my own band that I told them I had to 
quit the library. I didn’t work there for about 
seven years. Then, after all that major label 
stuff dried up, I went back to them and got 
a job again, I started working as a library 
technician. I had to go to school to do that. 
There were always people around trying to 
talk me into getting a library degree, being a 
librarian. But I hadn’t gotten a B.A. I dropped 
out of the San Francisco Art Institute. I had to 
go back to school to get a B.A. before I could 
get a Master’s in Library Science. 

So, I went to City College and SF State 
and got my B.A. in painting and printmaking. 
Then I was so sick of school [laughs] that I 
decided I was not going to library school. I 
never finished that off. 
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Mike: I’m under the impression that when 
you went to school the first time, in the ’70s, 
that you didn’t get any general education 
out of the way. You were doing all the art 
stuff instead. 

Penelope: Yeah. I came down to San 
Francisco from the Seattle area. When I was 
nineteen, I started going to the Art Institute. I 
thought, “I’m going to be an artist! I’m going 
to paint all day long in my loft!” I did take a 
few gen eds, but not many. Then the Avengers 
started, and I was swept up in that entire thing 
and dropped out of the Art Institute after a 
year and half—which is weird, because I’m 
about to go back to the Art Institute for some 
public education courses. I feel like we’re 
going to be locked down for the rest of the 
year, so I’m taking some printmaking and 
printing courses that will be online until 
December. I think it’ll help me kick start my 
home practice. 

Mike: Of creating art? 

Penelope: Yes. 

Mike: When you’re a library page, is that 
when you get an order and go upstairs and 
pick up a book? 

Penelope: That’s one of the things. A lot of 
it is shelving and various library tasks. It’s 
kinda the lowest task of library work. After 
I had been there a long time, I realized I 
needed to move up, and that’s when I went 
to school to be a library technician. And then 
I was one. I worked alongside librarians 
answering reference questions. It all depends 
on the library or the department whether 
technicians are allowed to work alongside 
librarians or not. I was always in departments 
that did. I dealt with the public every day, 


RAZDACAKE 64 


ever MINA 
Pistols 1 oo 


trying to help them find what they were 
looking for. In the last six years, in the San 
Francisco History Department and Book Arts 
and Special Collections, people were looking 
for specific things, or doing deep research. 
That was interesting. I loved that job. The 
last part of it was great. 
Mike: On Cape Cod, we have a big senior 
citizen population. One of our buddies here 
was working the same sort of library job you 
were. He’s become familiar with rudimentary 
internet searches. A lot of face-to-face stuff. 
Penelope: I was an assistant of some classes 
at the library where they were trying to teach 
people who were brand new to computers. I 
was like, “Oh my god, I have to explain what 
a mouse is and how to move it with your 
hand!” It was so basic it was hard to get my 
head around. 
Mike: That crosses over to the community 
college population as well. The amount of 
computer literacy isn’t always what you’d 
think it would be. I have this idea that 
everyone who was born after me can construct 
3D models on computers and stuff, which is 
just not the case. It connects to this idea you 
were talking about in terms of everybody 
being locked down until the end of 2020, and 
how teaching is going to progress as well. 
Penelope: It’ll be interesting to see what 
happens with these art classes, because 
it’s so visual. I realized [laughs] I have no 
discipline! I need someone giving me a 
schedule. Also, two of the teachers have art 
I’ve seen, coincidentally, and like. Hopefully 
they’Il be inspirational, as well. 

I got the B.A. in art and have a website 
called penelopehouston.com which features 
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my fine art, so anyone can see what I’m up 
to. Although, I don’t update it that often. It’s 
a good representation of my work, which is 
mostly portraiture. 

Mike: I was looking at your mug shot series 
the other day. 

Penelope: I’m still doing mug shot portraits 
because there are so many incredible faces. 
I start digging around and trying to find 
the stories of the people who are arrested. 
The period I’m interested in is usually the 
teens (1910s), ’20s, 30s. They all seem to 
have an innocent aspect. It was something 
I discovered at the library—they have mug 
books from the teens going up through the 
years that they got from the San Francisco 
Police Department records. Those were so 
inspiring to me that I decided to do this series 
based on those images. 

Mike: They reminded me of that old crime 
photographer Weegee. 

Penelope: Oh yeah. 

Mike: And there’s a New Orleans 
photographer my wife was really into, E.J. 
Bellocq. He used to do all these portraits of 
prostitutes. Strangely, there was an innocence 
in those photos, as well. 

Penelope: These are from a time period 
where people hardly ever had their photos 
taken. It’s almost as though these records of 
the individuals might be the only ones that 
exist, whereas nowadays, every single person 
has a million photos of themselves out in 
the world. [laughs] Nobody’s safe from the 
proliferation of information and images. 
Mike: I’m guessing that because of your 
painting, you bump up against this thing that 
happens to me when I’m writing something 
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for a while. I’m sitting here in my office 
working every day on a book, and there’s no 
immediate feedback. It must be lonely to be 
cooped up in your studio, painting, not getting 
the instant feedback of being in a band. 
Penelope: It’s acompletely different animal. 
I enjoy solitude, to some extent, but not 
being able to go on tour, not being able to do 
live shows—there are outlets which aren’t 
available to me because of the pandemic. 
It’s frustrating. 

When I do art, sometimes I post it on 
either Instagram or Facebook, but it’s a 
solitary thing. Doing both art and music 
balanced it out. I really miss performing live 
and playing with other musicians. 

Mike: Going back to one of those huge 
threads we started: by the time the Avengers 
broke up in 1979, in the larger punk scene, 
things were starting to get a little more 
suburban and a little more meat-headed, 
right? Uber-masculine? 

Penelope: [laughs] Testosterone-driven! Yeah, 
hardcore started to bloom around 1980 and took 
over the scene in a way that I wasn’t interested 
in. When I left L.A., most of my friends were 
in art punk bands, or maybe post-punk bands: 
Human. Hands, Monitor, 45 Grave. You 
wouldn’t call any of those bands hardcore. 
Mike: Right. 

Penelope: But the hardcore scene was getting 
bigger and bigger. Coincidentally, I moved 
to England and started listening to bands 
that had more folk elements in them, like 


the Violent Femmes. Tom Waits was doing =| 
some weird, dark stuff at that point—well, © 
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in London that was using Middle Eastern 
influences in their music but also had electric 
guitar. I started becoming interested in not- 
punk music at that point. 

Mike: Was it similarly testosterone-driven 
over in England? 

Penelope: That’s a good question. I feel 
like what was happening in England at the 
time was that new bands that were punk- 
ish could get on Top Of The Pops, and new 
bands started getting poppier, aiming for 
pop stardom. 

Mike: By the time you were over there, a 
band like The Jam were starting to get away 
from the raw start they had and incorporate 
more soul elements. 

Penelope: Yeah, and ska was getting really 
big. So I didn’t really notice if there were a lot 
of hardcore bands starting up in England. But 
I wouldn’t have been going to those shows. 
[laughs] I remember I saw The Smiths play 
pretty early, with the Violent Femmes and 
Kurtis Blow. It was the weirdest lineup ever. 
I was hanging out with people in The Fall 
and Wire. I was interested in different kinds 
of songwriting and instrumentation. 

Mike: Do you know this current band 
Protomartyr? 

Penelope: | do not. 

Mike: Four-piece from Detroit, and it’s the 
singer’s first band. He’s ten years older than 
the other guys. His delivery sounds like Mark 
E. Smith. He’s still always nervous when he 
plays, so he takes his glasses off so he can’t 


see the audience, and he has three drinks in 
a row. 

Penelope: [laughs] That’s funny, because 
when I was in the Avengers, three drinks 
in a row was my formula for getting the 
nerve to get onstage, right at the beginning, 
when I was a teenager. I think it would be 
gin and tonics. I would drink them pretty 
fast, then we’d start our set and hopefully 
the progression of alcohol through my brain 
would allow me to remember most of the 
lyrics and not worry about being up there 
in front of people. Once I got back into the 
Avengers, and doing my own music, I was 
happy to be singing those songs as an adult. 
I felt I could sing a lot better. I only re- 
started doing the Avengers fifteen years ago, 
or maybe longer. Oh my god! [laughs] 
Mike: Welcome to your mortality! 
Penelope: I did not have to have three 
cocktails, or any cocktails at all. Generally, I 
don’t drink at all before a show. 

Mike: When you started doing your solo 
stuff, were you still on the gin and tonic plan? 
Penelope: No. More tequila: [laughs] 

Mike: Awesome. 

Penelope: There were probably a couple 
shows with alcohol-inspired performances. 


But generally, no. I conquered my stage 
fright and was able to go forward. When I got 
older, I was like, “I have to remember these 
lyrics. There are a /ot of lyrics.” I need all my 
brain cells to do that. 
Mike: Because the Avengers tended to be a 
little bit more free-form. 
Penelope: We usually had at least one song 
on the setlist that was called “New Song,” 
which meant we’d worked on it in rehearsal 
and I didn’t have a title for it, or hadn’t gotten 
all-of the lyrics together yet. I would just go 
for it. | remember finding a setlist for the 
Avengers and we had two songs called “New 
Song.” How would we know which new 
song it was? 

When we recorded “I Believe in Me” in 


Los Angeles, Dangerhouse put us ina studio _ 


for that. I would just make it up, except for 
the chorus. We did a rough take with the 
band, and they said, “All right, are you ready 
to do the vocals?” I was like, “No, that’s it! 
Whatever I said just then.” And that became 
the single. That’s the song, when we play, 
where I can riff on current topics. 

Mike: Prior to our chat today, I had this 
notion in my head—which you’ve since 
disproved—that maybe your archivist career 
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started when you were trying to find MP3s 
of Avengers stuff for The Avengers Died for 
Your Sins. That was the reality I constructed 
for myself. 

Penelope: That’s interesting. A number of 
people had written to me and said, “I have X 
number of cassettes with all these different 
shows, and I can send you a list.” They were 
tape traders, so there was always a list. By the 
time you got the cassette, it could be seventh 
generation, so they didn’t always sound 
great. There were some songs on there, and 
I was like, “What is this song? It’s my voice, 
but I don’t remember anything about the 
lyrics, which I seem to be making up on the 
spot.” There were a few like that. We had to 
go through those tapes and find the strongest 
material. That was an eye-opening time. 

It’s not what drove me to get the library to 
start the punk archive. It was the hippie box. 
They had a couple boxes of material and they 
were called “hippies collection.” They threw 
a bunch of stuff into these two big boxes— 
which eventually got put in order and properly 
housed in acid-free envelopes and catalogued. 
People would come in from college classes 
and they’d have to look up a certain amount 
of stuff on the hippies, Haight-Ashbury, the 
*60s in San Francisco to satisfy some kind of 
research requirement for a class. 

I said, “We need to have the punk 
collection! People need to be able to come 
in and look up stuff about San Francisco 
punk.” So I spoke to the city archivist, Susan 
Goldstein, my boss’s boss, and she said, “Yeah, 
let’s do it! Bring it in!” I started bringing in 
Avengers and Penelope stuff, and I talked 
to friends and got people to donate. We’ve 
had some incredible donations. They’re still 
coming, and I’m still kinda the curator. Even 
though I haven’t been to the library in four 
months, I have four great donations sitting 
around my house. I’m going through and 
writing up lists of what’s in them. 
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Mike: How do you convince people to give 
stuff to a library rather than selling it on eBay? 
Penelope: A lot of time it’s people who have 
done fanzines or have bands and they’d like 
to know that their creation will be included 
in that archive of San Francisco punk. 
Other people would rather sell it. There are 
institutions that have a lot of money that will 
buy it. I believe it’s USC that spent a lot of 
money on V. Vale’s punk collection. He was 
the editor of Search and Destroy. He’s still 
around. He does Re/Search. 

He had a gigantic amount of stuff because 
he kept every single thing he got his hands on. 
He was a total archivist hoarder. He sold it to 
them for an undisclosed amount of money. I 
believe it was on sale for a million dollars, 
though I don’t know how much they spent. It 
was six hundred boxes of material. 

They’ve already processed it all. If you 
go to their library website and look up V. 
Vale’s collection, you’ll see the finding aid, 
which has a description of what’s in each 
box. It’s amazing. 

Mike: There are a couple archives online like 
that. Aaron Cometbus’s archive is at Cornell, 
and Larry Livermore’s is, too. 

Penelope: Right. It’s amazing when the 
institution has the time and money to digitize 
materials. There are some archives that have 
digitized the image and information of flyers 
so you can look stuff up. We just started 
digitizing about a year ago, but we haven’t 
gotten to any of the punk stuff. 

I had been working extra hours on this 
huge, expensive camera, digitizing images 
from the San Francisco historic photo 
collection from the 60s and ’70s, from the 
gay and lesbian photo collection. I miss 
being part of that. It’s a huge task. The 
stuff they want to digitize first isn’t always 
beautiful. It’s phonebooks from 1910. A lot 
of people would come to the department to 
research their houses or their families, trying 





to find photos of what their house looked like 
because they need to get a permit because 
they’re going to tear the front of it off and do 
something horrendous. [laughs] 

But I learned how to do research on 
people when I was doing that. When I started 
painting the images of the mug shots, I was 
digging deep about the people to see what 
they were arrested for, where they were from; 
information about their lives. It made it more 
personal for me. 

Mike: Since the archive was started with 
your own material, you must have been in 
that weird position where you have to create 
a citation for yourself. 

Penelope: [laughs] Which I haven’t done 
yet. All the material that’s in the punk 
archive—I’ve created lists and housed it in 
acid-free boxes and folders, but it has not 
been processed by an archivist. I haven’t had 
to write up the whole description of any of the 
collections, or the idea for the punk collection 
yet. That’s going to be a big project. I want to 
be involved in it, but I don’t know if I need 
to do it myself. 

Mike: I wrote a book chapter recently, and 
one of the sources was an interview that I 
did with one of the people in the band. I had 
to create a reference citation for myself. It’s 
so weird. So I’ve been thinking of that since 
you mentioned the archive: the mortality of 
it, and the strangeness of having to create 
something like that. I could see where you 
wouldn’t do that just yet. 

In doing research for this interview, I 
read Michael Stewart Foley’s book about 
the Dead Kennedys’ Fresh Fruit for Rotting 
Vegetables record. It puts San Francisco when 
you’re there, when the band is happening, 
as this time of tremendous tumult. New 
stuff pops up every day. Does the COVID 
situation remind you of the general turmoil 
of the era? 

Penelope: That’s interesting. I think we are 
in an incredible storm of societal issues right 
now. It’s one of those periods where everyone 
is aware of the same things going on. You 
hear people talking about World War II, or 
people fighting against the Vietnam War, the 
day Kennedy died, the day the towers came 
down on 9/11—those are moments where 
our population in the U.S.—and, for COVID, 
in the world—are all being affected by the 
same thing. In a way, it unites humanity. But 
there’s politics around it. For America, we’re 
having the Black Lives Matter protests that 
are happening and making people aware of 
systemic racism here. It’s an important time 
and an unusual time. And we’re living in a 
time where everything is on the internet all 
the time. 

Mike: I took my news app off my phone. I’m 
trying not to use social media because the 
conclusion I came to was those algorithms 
are designed to make me upset. 

Penelope: I know a lot of people who have 
taken their news off their phone, or their 
social media, because they were spending too 
much time on it. When we were first locked 
down in the Bay Area—it was early, March 
16, the library had closed before that—I was 


obsessed with listening to the news. I was 
listening on the radio. I was reading the New 
York Times online. I was spending hours doing 
this. In a way, it makes you feel helpless, and 
overwhelmed, and slightly terrified. Now 
that we’re however many months in, I try to 
limit the amount of time that I’m looking at 
the news. I try to go outside every day and 
spend time in my garden, just get away from 
the screen. 
Mike: That feeling of dread—then the 
algorithm throws some little blip of hope, 
and you’re like, “Cool, man, if I keep 
looking at this, I’m going to get the good 
news!” This was there the whole time. It 
took me until the pandemic to realize how 
the whole thing works. 
Penelope: It’s amazing. By the time I was 
called in to be a Disaster Service Worker the 
second time, I was in the command center/ 
office of the motel. There are between twelve 
and twenty of these hotels that are being used 
by the city. By the time I was called up for 
that, I was so desperate to be essential. I was 
desperate to have a reason to get out of my 
house and go to San Francisco. I hadn’t gone 
for six weeks, and I used to go four days a 
week or more—I live in the East Bay. “Sign 
me up! When do I come in?” I was grateful to 
have a purpose and a reason to get out of bed 
in the morning. I think it’s something a lot of 
people are experiencing right now who have 
been working their whole lives. Suddenly 
they’re not working, and they’re like, “What 
do I do?” 

I knew I was going to be retiring, and 
I thought maybe this will be an exercise— 
practice for what it’s like to not have a work 
schedule any more. I totally failed at what I 
thought I should be getting done during this 
time! [laughs] Doing this disaster service 
work helped me break the paralysis I was in. 

So now it’s been four weeks since I’m 
officially not working for the library. I’ve 
gotten into some deep stuff, like going through 
all these donations I’ve been given, making 
lists, preparing that for the library. Going 
through a lot of publishing. I don’t know 
if you heard this, but the (Self-titled) Pink 
Album was kinda taken from us in a terrible 
record contract which was in perpetuity. 
Mike: Right. I read about the contract. I know 
that because of the law, you’re not allowed to 
say too much about it. Maybe that’s passed. 
Penelope: It’s passed! The evil witch is dead. 
We ended up suing the label and owner. | 
call it a label, but it’s not like he was putting 
anything out at the point when we sued him, 
which was ten years ago. He was putting 
stuff up digitally, and he started selling songs 
to TV shows for sync rights. That’s when 
we finally got it together to sue him and 
the publishers. It was over “The American 
in Me,” which was used in an NBC show 
without our knowledge. 
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We went through a big lawsuit. We 
wound up settling it, but in the agreement, 
they had the rights to the publishing for a 
certain amount of time, and their percentage 
was getting smaller and smaller—it was 
called a sunset deal. The sun finally set on 
July 1 of 2020. We have all our rights back! 
We’re in the process of reclaiming and 
reregistering things, getting some people 
who are friends to represent the music for 
sync rights. 

People have been coming up to me for the 
last twenty years and saying, “We want to use 
one of your songs in our documentary film or 
indie film.” I always had to say, “You can use 
“Teenage Rebel’ or you can use ‘Friends of 
Mine,’” listing all these songs that were not 
on the Pink Album. They’d be like, “Oh, we 
wanted ‘We Are the One!’” Sometimes we’d 
lose that opportunity, so that’ Il be something 
that will be possible in the future. 

Mike: Are you being paid now when | 
listen to your stuff on Spotify? 

Penelope: Yeah, a tiny, tiny, tiny amount. 
Mike: Like a thousand listens a cent? 
Penelope: Actually ten thousand listens a 
cent. But Spotify’s a little better than other 


streaming. But generally, streaming [laughs] 
has not been a streaming income for us. 
Mike: And you, as a solo artist, had a much 
larger back catalogue than the Avengers did. 
Are you seeing any money from that? 
Penelope: I own all the publishing on all my 
solo stuff. It was just the songs on the Pink 
Album that got locked up in this horrible 
legal issue. I’ve always kept the publishing 
for my stuff. I’ve had some songs in films 
over the years, more in Europe than the U.S. 
because I was signed to Warner Germany. 
My publisher is over there. 

Mike: Are you still playing Germany a lot? 
Penelope: No. | think the last time I played 
there was when On Market Street my last solo 
record came out, which was 2012. I toured 
there at that point, and it had been a long time 
since I had toured there before that. It was 
really fun, but it was hard. At this point, I’m 
touring with the Avengers in Europe more 
than my solo stuff. 

Mike: I think the last thread I want to touch on 
is multi-pronged, as well. I’ve been to some 
punk conferences at universities. It seems 
like there’s a fair amount of guilt around 
punk archives being put in universities where 
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they’re not accessible to everybody, versus 
yours, which is. 

Penelope: [laughs] I was pretty mad when 
V. Vale’s went to Southern California. I feel 
a lot better about punk archives when they’re 
in public institutions, but people want to sell 
their archive. I think the place that has the 
largest punk archives in public institutions 
would be Washington D.C.’s public library. 
We have one, and Los Angeles has an 
alternative music archive in their public 
library. The San Francisco and Washington 
D.C. archives, it’s donated material. 
Somebody kindly donated money to the 
one in SF, so if there was something that we 








Rr ae 


thought was important that cost money, we 
could spend money on it, but not the kind of 
money that’s being spent by the university in 
Berkeley at the Bancroft Library, or Stanford 
or USC or UCLA. 

Actually, you can go to UC Berkeley 
and look at their materials at the Bancroft 
Research Library. They have some amazing 
stuff. You can go in there and photograph 
materials. They used to limit how many 
things you could photograph in a day, but 
now you can have unlimited photos if you 
pay one fee. But of course, they want you to 
credit them and their archive. As far as punk 
posters, they have those at Bancroft, too. I’m 


























using those for information, to try and create 


k a timeline of the scene from the mid-’70s. 


In the collection at the San Francisco 
library, I’ve been trying to focus on the period 
from ’75 to ’85, going as far as ’90. I feel 
like after that it should probably switch to an 
East Bay venue because stuff really started 
coming out of the East Bay at that point. Not 
that I’ve limited geographically, but at some 
point our archive has to have a focus. 

Mike: With Lookout! and Gilman, it makes 
sense that the collection would shift around 
that time. 

Penelope: Yeah. There are some huge 
collections of stuff that are out there. For 
instance, Maximum 'Rock’n’roll has a gigantic 
collection of vinyl, of zines, of Maximum 
Rock’n’roll itself, the back issues and all the 
materials that went into that. Interviews, the 
radio show. They have so much stuff! They’re 
trying to find a home for it. It would be great 
if it could all stay together, but it’s not within 
the scope of the San Francisco History Center 
because so much of the material they have 
is non-local to us. They’ve been looking for 
a couple of years for a place that can take 
everything. I’ve been emailing with them, but 
I don’t feel like it’s us. If they wanted to give 
us their photo collection, or ephemera, we’d 
take it. But they have so much vinyl. It needs 
to go somewhere. I don’t know where it’s 
going to go. 
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And Gilman is probably sitting on a ton 
of stuff that would be interesting to people 
in the future. One person who did a whole 
lot of research was Corbett Redford, who did 
the East Bay punk movie (Turn It Around: 
The Story of East Bay Punk), with the help of 
Green Day. It’s a fascinating movie—two and 
ahalfhours long! He didn’t want to cut out all 
these bands that were in the scene that might 
not be remembered otherwise. He collected 
huge amounts of flyers and recordings and 
information. A lot of it is digital, which isn’t 
something that we archive at this point. 
Mike: I think I saw you in that movie. 
Penelope: Yeah, I got interviewed for it. That 
was fun. They got one of our songs in there. 
He’s one of those people who’s concerned 
with what will happen with these photos and 
music that have piled up in this area, and 
who’s going to take it on. It’s a challenge. 
You want to keep Northern Californian stuff 
in Northern California. 

Mike: With these archives—and to a lesser 


extent these punk documentaries I’ve been @ 
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watching and re-watching since the pandemic 
started—it’s easy to see how the context of 
some of the early stuff has changed as time 
has moved forward. I think about the Sex 


Pistols, the first band I was into, who I have 


a deep tie to because of libraries—I wanted 

to know about punk rock, so during my 

school lunch I’d look up. the Sex Pistols on 
microfiche and I’d read Rolling Stone articles 
about them. The things that haven’t aged 
well are all of those guys wearing swastikas. 
I understand that contextually, at the time, 
that was the most shocking thing you could 
do. They’re not advocating white supremacy 
by doing that. 

Penelope: It’s unfortunate that that was 
something people wore as a shocking symbol. 
Unfortunately, there’s probably a subgenre of 
punk or hardcore that is into white supremacy. 
If you’re into a certain kind of music, you 
hope that you’ll realize that different bands 
and different musicians have different beliefs, 
and that because of your music, you don’t get 
lumped in with those who have despicable, 
horrendous, hateful beliefs. 

Certainly there’s a photo of me—I have 
one shirt I had spray-painted a swastika on. 
To this day, whenever I see a photograph of 
that, I’m like, “Oh my god, why, Penelope, 
why?” It’s definitely something I regret from 
that time period. Yikes. 

One of my best friends now and from that 
period is Jean Caffeine. She’s a songwriter, 
and she was in a band called the Urge back 
then. She’s a few years younger than me. 
There’s this adorable photo of us together 
back then at some show, and it was the one 
day I wore that shirt. And Jean’s Jewish. 
Mike: Oh no. 

Penelope: She didn’t care about it then. We 
were kids, and we didn’t think about it. Jean 
and I were doing a show together a couple 
of years ago, and I wanted to find a photo 
of us together. We had our arms around each 
other, and I was like, “This is such a cute 
photo! You’re wearing a beret—and I’ve got 
the terrible shirt on. I want to use it, but I’m 


going to do a little Photoshop on this shirt 
and fix that.” 
Mike: That’s in line with why you guys don’t 
play that song live any more. 
Penelope: The N-word 
N*###?) 
Mike: Right. 
Penelope: We don’t play that song any 
more. It’s a song that’s not about race, and 
not about Black people. It’s about being a 
wage slave or a corporate shill— getting a 
job and losing some sense of yourself and 
your individuality by having a job. It was 
inspired by Jimmy Wilsey, our bass player, 
who passed away a year and a half ago. He 
was working at a restaurant. That was the 
first line of the song: “You don’t know what 
you want/ you work every day in arestaurant/ 
your life is slipping out of control/ lose your 
job, gonna lose your soul.” 

I still like the song, and I like the intent 
of the song, but obviously, that word has a 
different meaning now, and a different feeling. 
At the time I wrote it, there were other songs, 
like Patti Smith’s “Rock and roll N*****” 
and Yoko One, “Woman Is the N***** of 
The World,” that used that term to refer to 
someone who’s a slave, or mentally a slave, 
without having a reference to race, and I was 
using it in the same context. People generally 
understood that, but now I feel like times have 
changed, so we stopped playing the song. 

Before we stopped playing it, we tried 
different lyrics with it, like “gold digger,” 
which slightly changes the meaning of 
the song. I still think it’s a good song, and 
I understand why this is not a good time to 
perform it with that title. 

I’ve been thinking about linguistics, 
and I was thinking about the word “queer,” 


song. (“White 
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which was an insult when I was a kid. You 
would not say it to anybody. Nowadays, 
queer is embraced as a description of non- 
binary people. 

Mike: And riot grrrl was starting to do that 
in the early ’90s. They were trying to reclaim 
“bitch” and “slut.” I think “bitch” has been 
reclaimed by the LGBTQ+ community. 
Penelope: Sure! Skinny Bitch in the Kitch. 
Mike: I don’t know what that is! . 

Penelope: That’s a vegan cookbook. Yeah, 
things get reclaimed and go in different 
directions. Now, it’s hard to imagine “queer” 
as being an insult. But it was. The weird thing 
is the N-word, in my life, that’s not a word I 
used in conversation. I would never use that 
word to describe anybody. I certainly regret 
any harm that my use of the word may have 
caused anyone. 

I think about if] was talking to a nineteen- 
year-old songwriter right now, what would I 
tell them? Any word, any slang word that you 
use might seem safe, but in forty years you 
might regret that you put it down on paper. 
How are you going to face your creative life? 
There’s so much to learn. 


Music/Avengers: penelope.net 
Fine art: penelopehouston.com 
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The first time | came across Tim Kinsella’s work was in college in the late 90s. | was in a mix tape exchange 
club and one of the guys put songs by two of Kinsella’s acts, Cap’n Jazz and Joan Of Arc, on my mix. | liked how 
eA CIES EC MICE UC aeRO CaS COSC ect i COR Cg 
indie rock and punk | was to listening to. I’ve followed Kinsella’s career ever since. 

Kinsella is, in his own words, prolific. Starting as a teenager in the late 80s, he has created music that doesn’t 
fit in any particular genre. Starting in high school with Cap’n Jazz, he’s helmed acts including Make Believe, 
Owls, Friend/Enemy, and also put out records under his own name. But Kinsella’s longest-running band is his 
ever-changing (both in lineup and sound) act, Joan Of Arc. Whether they’re writing accompanying music for a live 
viewing of the 1928 silent film Joan of Arc at the Art Institute of Chicago or releasing a video where Tim’s brother, 
Mike (Cap’n Jazz, Owen, American Football), portrays him, Joan Of Arc pushes boundaries. Kinsella’s current act 
with his wife, Jenny Pulse, is Good Fuck. This duo is another new direction for him, as it works with electronic beats 
and is among the more accessible work of Kinsella’s career. 

In addition to his musical output, Kinsella is also the author of three books, all published on Featherproof. In the 
past he was also the publisher there. His life was the subject of a documentary titled Your War (I’m One of You), 
released in 2017. | spoke with Tim from his apartment in Chicago after he and his wife recovered from COVID-19, 
which they came down with when Good Fuck played in Italy in early 2020. 





Kurt: Something I’ve wanted to ask you 
about for almost twenty years relates back 
to something a friend of mine ‘once said to 
me. This was probably after the first couple 
albums came out and I wasn’t into Joan Of 
Arc, although I’d heard a few songs at the 
time. She said, “Joan Of Arc only make sense 
to me when I’m on speed.” I think she was 
probably taking Ritalin or Adderall. And | 
was like, “Oh, okay.” I’ve never done speed, 
so I don’t know if that’s accurate, but it led 
me to wonder what the effect of drugs is on 
your music and songwriting? 

Tim: You know, the speed thing is funny 
because I remember the first Owls show, 
this friend of mine, Rachel, who was my 
roommate for a little while about a hundred 
years ago—she was this old riot grrrl 
organizer and is still politically active. She is 
one hundred percent devoted to activism and 
not much of a music person, but she saw one 
of the first Owls shows and said, “Oh! It’s 
like Joan Of Arc on speed instead of weed.” 

Kurt: [laughs] 


Tim: Yeah. That’s always stuck with me. I 
definitely have-smoked a lot of pot for a lot of 
years. I’ve definitely had a year or two where 
I don’t. Sometimes it’s just once a month, 
sometimes it’s every day. I think largely what 
it does is it lowers my inhibitions. It’s not like 
there’s something that’s not already there that 
comes out of me, but it allows me to lack the 
self-consciousness to let what’s there out. 

I love weed and I’ll do molly or ecstasy 
a couple times a year. But really that’s it. 
Mushrooms have had an informative impact 
on my worldview, but maybe once every 
three years I’ll have mushrooms. I certainly 
wouldn’t do acid again and I never liked 
cocaine. I have enough anxiety already. When 
I’m near people who are on cocaine they’re 
so horrible I could never be that person. It’s 
just the romantic psychedelics which are the 
ones for me. 
Kurt: Do you think that sometimes with 
pot it can let out bad ideas that you have to 
come back to later and say, “What the hell 
was I thinking?” 
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Tim: Oh yeah, sure! Oh my god. Yes. Across 
disciplines, creatively, I feel like ninety-eight 
percent of the work is editing. It’s two entirely 
different disciplines, letting out whatever is 
there and then cutting back. I know I have 
a reputation for being prolific, but I don’t 
see being prolific as being a value in itself. 
There’s a high level of quality control on my 
end. I try not to release every song I possibly 
can. For every song that does come out there 
are ten that don’t. It’s just that I don’t have 
kids and I don’t have another job, so this is 
what I do all day. I just do it because it’s what 
I enjoy doing most. It’s not like, “Oh no! I 
have to write a song today.” It’s that there’s 
nothing I’d rather be doing. 

Kurt: That’s awesome. It’s a good position 
to be in. 

Tim: Yeah. I feel very lucky. Now I’m 
quarantined with my bandmate... 

Kurt: So it’s all you’re going to do. 

Tim: Yeah. It’s not that disorienting. It’s 
not that different from our normal lives now 
that we’re home. Except when we remember 
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to step outside and see the neighborhood 
shuttered and then it’s scary. Or talk to a friend 
who’s in a worse situation. We’re very lucky. 
Kurt: One of the things I find fascinating 
is that in multiple interviews you’ve talked 
about how music should be dangerous and/or 
threatening. Why do you believe that? Where 
does that come from? 

Tim: In my mind creativity is an inherently 
radical and loving and expansive act. You’re 
quite literally making something exist that 
didn’t exist without that sort of nuanced 
effort/non-effort of letting it out. The clichéd 
term would be pushing boundaries, but I don’t 
mean that just as noise. It’s not just a tolerance 
for discordance or atonality or something. It 
could be a structural sort of daring or even just 
something you’re not comfortable admitting. 
For my personal practice I get excited when 
I’m able to pull off something I haven’t been 
able to pull off before. Whether that’s a linear 
guitar solo or some kind of vocal flip. When 
I’m doing something I wasn’t able to do before 
then I know I’m growing. 

I have two thoughts all the time and it’s 
been like this forever. When I hear something 
I get really excited about, sometimes it’s like, 
“Oh my god that’s so obvious! Why didn’t 
I think of that? Of course!” And sometimes 
it’s like, “Wow, what gives you the right?” 
and it’s so exciting. And I think, “Everyone 
has the right to do whatever they want. And, 
in fact, my responsibility on earth is to be 
the most me that I can.” That’s how I can 
be helpful to other people is to be the best 
version of myself. These things are scary 
and challenging. Growth is scary, so I guess 
I’m drawn towards music that’s making me 
uncomfortable but the discomfort isn’t an 
end in itself. 

I actually listened to a song yesterday that 
I was curious about because I know the people 
involved and I was like, “What’s up with their 
new song?” And my first thought was, “Oh, 
it’s not asking anything of me.” I didn’t know 
how to engage with it. It’s just a song. 

Kurt: You didn’t feel engaged there and so 
you didn’t even have to pay attention to it. 
Tim: I should be clear, too. This isn’t a 
manifesto I’m trying to live out. This is 
a diagnostic understanding of what I am 
drawn to. 

Kurt: Do you find that a lot of that goes back 
to your punk rock roots? 

Tim: Oh yeah. One hundred percent. 

Kurt: Because that’s where I see it. Punk is 
music that has pushed me and challenged me. 
I’ve been listening to a lot of Lungfish lately, 
for example. And I’m like, “What the fuck?” 
Tim: Yeah. They’re the best. It’s so next level. 
Kurt: You’re listening to it and it’s the same 
riffs but somehow you get caught in it. It’s so 
hard to describe Lungfish. 

Tim: It sort of all sounds the same but the way 
it all sounds the same is what it reveals—in 
the bigger picture—the differences between 
the songs and the albums. If you played me 
ten seconds instrumental of any Lungfish 
song, I could tell you which record it was on, 
not just from the riff but the production. It’s 
very nuanced. The differences are big. But 
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that’s how life is. Every day is kind of the 
same and every day is totally surprising. 
Kurt: True. 

Tim: Lungfish mastered that. 

Kurt: But in that way it’s a challenge 
listening to them. They should be easy to put 
on in the background but you don’t. You have 
to pay attention. It causes you to think. 

Tim: His (Daniel Higgs) lyrics are so 
intense. At their best his lyrics are totally 
psychedelic in rounded particulars. When 
his words are at their best they’re like, 
“Rudder bucket telescopic.” It’s very 
simple objects that take on this big life. I 
would say the repetition of the music creates 
this hypnotizing effect. It’s like this grand 
hypnotic project they’re doing. 

Kurt: I think that some people would say 
your lyrics are psychedelic, too. 





Tim: Yeah. I will say that when we first 
started (Joan Of Arc) we talked a lot about dry 
psychedelia. We wanted to be a psychedelic 
band but without the mushy guitar effects. 
That was a modernist sensibility to be itself 
but it’s how you put them together that creates 
the sum effect. If you listen to the first Joan 
Of Arc records there’s never any effects on 
the guitars. The guitars are all dry. The layers 
of what would be guitar texture are most 
often synthesizers and homemade electronics 
Jeremy (Boyle) was manning with a sort of 
individual attention. Each person had their 
own department. Musically, it’s always been 
about finding new ways. The same way you 
asked does the daringness in music come back 
to punk—I love Bad Religion but when I hear 
anew Bad Religion record I don’t think, “How 
daring! What gave them the right?” 





expansive act. 





We build up these cultural immunities 

to these things. A lot of contemporary 
psychedelic music is a throwback to the 
signifiers of psychedelia fifty years ago. It 
doesn’t actually feel psychedelic. It takes new 
gestures to crack through our tolerances. 
Kurt: In that regard of music being 
dangerous or threatening, how do you do 
that with Good Fuck? 
Tim: There are so many aspects that get 
measured in different ratios. With Make 
Believe it was the level of wanting to create 
this sort of fear in the audience. Lungfish had 
that sort of effect on me. And U.S. Maple. 
I saw U.S. Maple play so many times. And 
I’m friends with all of them. You’d see them 
play and be like, “Oh, these are scary people. 
What are their lives like?” So I think with 
Make Believe that was kind of a priority. 
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In Good Fuck, because we’re married 
and we do all of it together, it’s about finding 
new ways to maximize how to diversify our 
approaches. That’s more the priority. We have 
a new EP coming out and there’s another 
new EP after that that we’re putting together 
right now. Jen, last night, told me her idea of 
what she wanted me to do on it. And I was 
like, ““That’s amazing!” We keep finding new 
ways with the inherent limitation of a duo to 
find the collaborative formula different. That’s 
really the priority: how do you exhaust these 
supposed limitations? 

Kurt: Yeah. And investigating every avenue. 

Tim: Yeah. 

Kurt: In Make Believe, if someone saw that 
band, what do you think people thought if 
they came to a show and thought, “Oh my 
god! What are those guys’ lives like?” 


Tim: Make Believe was the touring lineup for 
a Joan Of Arc record and we did three or four 
months straight. And it was my brother, too. 
It was right as the Iraq War was starting. We 
felt we couldn’t continue to do Joan of Arc 
in a way we were interested in because there 
was so much constant political outrage. 

The thing about Make Believe was that we 
started with a mission. We were going to start 
a political hardcore band. The Joan Of Arc 
version of a political hardcore band. That was 
what we did. But if anyone saw Make Believe 
and wondered what our lives were like, they 
were actually seeing it. Make Believe played 
at least two hundred shows a year and three out 
of the four of us lived together and the fourth 
one was over every day. When we weren’t on 
tour we made a point of practicing forty hours 
a week because we were like, “This is our job. 
We’re lucky enough to have this be our job so 
we’re punching in.” There was no behind the 
scenes with Make Believe. It was that crazy. 
Kurt: So what you see is what you get. 
Tim: Yeah. I guess so. There was definitely a 
pro wrestling aspect to it. As a frontman I had 
this vision of myself as the bad guy manager, 
the instigator who everyone gets mad at. Like 
Jimmy Hart. That was my role in the band: a 
lizard king, bad guy, pro wrestler manager. 
Kurt: I hope that’s on your tombstone. Have 
that be your epitaph. 

Tim: No, that was just a phase. I got exhausted 
by it, but it was fun for a few years. 

Kurt: Do you think that in the same way 
that music can be intense and put people on 
edge—do you do that with your writing? Do 
you feel that comes out in your books? 

Tim: I feel like I’m better at writing because 
of music and I’m better at music because of 
writing. The basic toolbox of song structure 
such as tension and release and when to get 
a little more abstract and when to nail down 
the particulars—the dynamics of music have 
helped me structure books. Beyond that they 
have commonalities because I’m me and I’m 
working every day to surprise myself. My 
own biases come through. These things are 
worked over forever. 

Kurt: How so? 

Tim: My last book took seven years. The 
first four months was writing and the next 
six-and-a-half years was editing. 

Kurt: That’s how it goes. Ten percent writing 
and ninety percent editing. 

Tim: Yeah. The book ended up being 78,000 
words but at its longest I think it was 215,000 
words. It was about three times the length. But 
it needs to expand that way to reach certain 
moments. For me, as the creator of it, | need 
to go through this thing to get this moment. 
It might take me 10,000 words for me to get 
to this one paragraph. But I don’t need to 
show that to the reader. I can just present that 
paragraph and it’s much more powerful. 
Kurt: Have people come back to you and 
said that your books are difficult to read? Or 
do people find them pretty straightforward? 
Tim: I dunno. People don’t read books. 
Kurt: [laughs] I read your first book (The 
Karaoke Singer's Guide to Self-Defense) but 
I haven’t read the other two. 
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Tim: The first one is definitely the most 
difficult. After the first one I realized that 
I didn’t want to ask so much of readers. I 
wanted to hold their hands and bring them 
along the path a little more clearly. So if 
anyone asked me to recommend one of my 
books I wouldn’t say the first one because 
it’s probably the most difficult. The whole 
world is just Instagram now, so who knows 
if anyone’s reading. 

Kurt: Well, I’m a reader and I appreciate 
books. And I know a lot of the people who 
write for Razorcake are authors themselves. 
You’ re talking to a lot of readers here. There 
are a couple of lyrics I wanted to ask you 






Beyond that it’s also a lifestyle thing. I 
have friends who I may only connect with to 
a certain degree and then I might see their 
house and be like, “Oh, everything is nice. 
That must be where the weird disconnect is. 
We have a fundamental difference of world 
views in that you value these things.” To 
be clear, I love my stuff. It’s the difference 
between style and fashion. People think 
they’re connected but they’re almost 
antithetical. So, I love my stuff, but I love it 
because of the value I see in it, not because 
I saw it as a valuable thing that I would be a 
better person if I had. 

Kurt: You once said you’ve only been 


PY it’s the difference 


fashion. People think 
but they're almost 


about that have stuck out to me. One is a 
couple lines off the second Owls album. On 
the song “Ancient Stars Seed...” you write, 
“T’ve never had nice stuff / I’ve never owned 
anice thing / And I’ve never even understood 
/ Anyone with nice stuff.” I find capitalism to 
be very antithetical to the way I live my life. 
I wondered if that still describes how you live 
your life; you haven’t had those nice things 
and you don’t understand those people. 

Tim: I was getting nervous when you said 
you were going to ask about lyrics because a 
lot of them I don’t know what I was thinking. 
But that line is easy. I would have a different 
understanding to a fifteen-year-old lyric of 
mine than I did at the time. I would have a 
different understanding than anyone else in 
the world would. That’s not to say I’m not 
accountable for them, but I don’t know if I 
know what I meant all the time. But that line, 
specifically, was a line that everyone in the 
band was excited about. We saw it as a big 
balls mission statement. 

Kurt: It’s almost anthemic. It’s something 
people can get behind and sing along to. 
Tim: Right. When Cap’n Jazz existed, Mike 
had a drum set we got at a garage sale. But Sam 
and Vic never had their own amps. We had to 
borrow an amp anytime we played a show. 
Kurt: You’ve had the same guitar for forever. 
Tim: Yeah. And I’ve had the one amp that I 
got when I was nineteen. But then sometimes, 
especially during Make Believe when we were 
getting a lot of support tours, we would see these 
young bands and look at their pedal boards and 
be like, “Oh my god! This kid’s pedal board is 
worth more money than I’ve ever made in a 
year!” What’s he doing with it? I won’t even 
say “What’s he or she doing with it?” What’s 
he doing with it? That’s still a thing. 
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out of poverty twice in your life, which, 
I assume is due to the Cap’n Jazz reunion 
shows. How does poverty inspire music and 
lyrics for you? 

Tim: What I’ve probably said is that I’ve 
only broken the legal poverty line. But I 
don’t feel like I live in poverty. I know 
someone much younger than me and they’re 
one of the biggest dopes I’ve ever met. Such 
a moron. And this person finished school 
and got their first job. And I was talking to 
another person who was connected to both 
of us and was like, “Oh my god! I’m sure he 
got this job and is making $40,000 a year and 
is totally comfortable right now and he’s so 
dumb.” And the person I said this to started 
chuckling. They said, “You have such little 
sense of money. He’s making $100,000 a 
year! It’s two-and-a-half times what you 
think is a lot of money.” 

Me and Jen are a full-time band. Before 
you called today I went on an hour walk 
listening to rough mixes on my headphones 
while she tweaked a remix. That started at 
9AM and we will both be doing Good Fuck 
until midnight or 1AM. Every day that’s what 
we do. Part of that is that we don’t have a 
record label so we don’t have anyone helping 
us do things. So we have to pack mailorder 
ourselves. I’ve had to get more comfortable 
with self-promoting, which is a thing I’ve 
never wanted to do before. 

So there is an element of, “We need to do 
this.” We’ve been doing a bunch of remixes, 
which is great. It keeps us sharp and super 
fun and generates a little income. There is the 
motivation to be like, “We need this because 
we need groceries.” In Make Believe we 
always had this romantic idea of being these 
sorts of cowboys in that we were getting away 


with doing what we love. And a lot of people 
aren’t lucky enough to do that. 

With the coronavirus outbreak I’ve had 
more fear. I’ve literally bet my life on music. I 
could never have a kid. I would never be able 
to afford having a kid. I’m forty-five years 
old. It probably would’ve happened already if 
it’s going to happen. It’s totally fine because 
I’m not really interested in having a kid. And 
I’m not interested in anything getting in the 
way of making songs. But when I see people 
in bands excited about having a kid I think, 
“What the fuck are you doing? You’re crazy. 
How are you going to do your band if you 
have a kid? That’s so dumb.” I guess I’m just 


as they intended.” It led me to wonder when 
you started to firmly understand you were a 
musician—I’m guessing in your twenties— 
and that was your career, what did you 
intend? And how has that changed twenty or 
more years later? 

Tim: There’s such a dance of when to be 
specific and when to be vague. The same line 
might be very specific in a certain context and 
vaguer in another. So I can’t say specifically 
for that line in that song. But I would say 
it’s so much different to be a musician at 
forty-five when you have more experience 
about what the returns are on the investment. 
When you’re twenty-two and you get to go 


between style and 
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really into doing what I do. 

Kurt: And money be damned. 

Tim: Honestly, I feel like I live like a king. 
Kurt: There’s never been a moment where 
you’ve been like, “Fuck it. I’ve gotta get a 
nine to five”? 

Tim: Oh no, there’s been total breakdowns. 
There was one year, a couple years ago, 
where I did have a full-time job for a year or 
year and a half. Then it quickly became clear 
that I had a little financial stability but I was 
so miserable. Very little of our decisions get 
made according to, “Can we afford this?” 
It’s not because money is no object to us. 
It’s a constant conversation. It’s a constant 
worry. But we have the tools—I’m never 
going to run out of things to do with the 
tools I have here. The only limitation would 
be my own imagination. 

Kurt: But I thought I read somewhere that 
you said money was the reason that you were 
going to move to Italy. 

Tim: Yeah, that was definitely quite a bit of 
it. We sublet our apartment. My cousin, who 
lives here now, still has a house in Italy. It 
was just sitting empty. So if we sublet our 
apartment we could go there and we didn’t 
need to pay any rent. And we put our car 
insurance and health insurance on hold. So 
our bills were down to nothing. That was very 
much, “How are we going to find the time 
and space to make our new record because 
we don’t have the money?” It’s beautiful 
there and we were happy to be there, but that 
was one hundred percent the motivation for 
why we went. The financial problem solving 
led to that. 

Kurt: Another lyric I wanted to ask you 
about is in a Good Fuck song, “Strange 
Pair.” You said, “No one has ever ended up 





to Belgium, I never imagined I would get 
to see Belgium. No one I knew growing up 
had gone to Belgium. Or anywhere. So when 
you’re a kid that no matter how aloof and 
punk cool you are, there’s that thing in the 
back of your head of like, “I’m gonna have 
an impact on the world.” It doesn’t mean you 
have to be David Bowie. But you might think, 
“I’m going to get something from this.” At 
this point what I get from it is the process of 
doing it. There’s no future reward. 

Kurt: It’s just going through the action. 
Tim: Yeah. There’s a city where we showed 
up to play a few years ago and the promoter 
said, “You now hold the record for the person 
I’ve set up the most shows for.” We were 
kind of deflated to hear that because every 
other band in the world has either gotten 
bigger so they don’t need to play this shithole 
or they’ve come to their senses and realized, 
“Man, it’s not worth it to keep going back to 
these places.” But we were so happy to keep 
going back and playing that same shithole. 
Kurt: And that shithole was Radio City 
Music Hall. 

Tim: [laughs] 

Kurt: I see what you’re saying. In the end 
it’s about the process and doing the writing, 
doing the music, and having that be a reward 
in itself. 

Tim: I’m going to risk a humble brag here. I 
know this might come across as really shitty 
and me just bragging, but this is how I see it. 
I don’t know if I’ve ever told anybody this 
story but I’ve thought about it a lot for the 
last three or four years since it happened. I 
played this club and it was maybe a third full. 
Two or three months later my brother played 
the same club and it was a sold-out show. 
Kurt: Was it Owen or American Football? 
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Tim: I think it was Owen. And he was like, 
“Wow! What happened when you played at 
this place? Did you have some huge night here 
or something?” And I said, “No. Why?” He’s 
like, “I dunno. Everyone who works here keeps 
talking about how you’re the nicest guy they 
ever worked with and what a pleasure it was to 
work with you. Did you become best friends 
with everyone who worked there?” And I 
said, “No. I don’t remember anyone’s name. 
I wouldn’t know them if I saw them again. It 
was just like a whatever show.” He said, “It’s 
so weird. Everyone keeps talking about how 
nice you are.” The point of me bragging about 
what a nice person I am [laughs] is that when 
he said that—and he was so confused—I was 
like, if that’s my legacy as a musician that the 
people I worked with, even in passing, say that 
I was a pleasure to work with and I was kind 
then that would be my ideal of a legacy. My 
ideal of a legacy would also include millions 
of dollars and a mansion. But in terms of the 
realistic scale of this, that felt like the greatest. 
“Cool. I’ve made it in show business.” 

Kurt: I think we can all acknowledge the 
world needs more nice people, for one thing. 
Especially in this day and age. And two, if 
you’ve ever gone on tour or booked shows, 
a lot of musicians can be really difficult to 
deal with. 

Tim: Oh god, yes. 

Kurt: So to have that exception makes you a 
real diamond in the rough. 

Tim: I think I was surprised to hear it. 
The reason it made such an impact and I 
remember it is because I didn’t go in that 
night thinking, “I’m going to be nice tonight. 
I’m going to memorize each person’s name 
and talk to them about their family.” Maybe 
I'll be embarrassed that I mentioned it. 
Kurt: No. I think it’s a great story. It’s what 
the world needs. 

Tim: Well, we’re talking about what does it 
still mean to do this. And I have such a love 
for sound people. They work really long shifts. 
They’ve got some cocky twenty-two year old 
going on about the monitors or something. 
Kurt: I totally know what you mean. I’ve 
booked shows and I’ve been on tour as a 
roadie with some bands. It’s interesting to see 
that side of things, whereas before I was just 
a fan as a teenager. But when I was booking 
shows I had to deal with riders and stuff like 
that, so when the musician is really nice it 
makes a big difference. 

Tim: It’s pretty easy to be grumpy on tour, 
too. You’re probably hung over and tired. 
Kurt: That leads into a question I had. | was 
watching the documentary about Joan Of Are, 
Your War (I’m One of You). You mentioned 
in passing that when you were in Cap’n 
Jazz as a teenager you did all the booking. 
I’m forty-one and I’m able to remember 
doing booking in the pre-internet era. You 
mentioned that when you booked for Cap’n 
Jazz it led to “some interesting experiences.” 
I was wondering if there was one that came 
to mind off the top of your head. 

Tim: I do remember we showed up to one 
show in North Dakota or South Dakota—it 
was pretty remote. It wasn’t an A-list touring 





circuit destination town. We showed up to 
the all-ages club there and it turns out that 
one of the guys who was one of the central 
organizers of it had hung himself in the club. 
They opened for some show and found him 
there. They were closed down and then our 
show was their re-opening. All these people 
showed up as a tribute to him. But they were 
all crying and we didn’t know that person. 
We didn’t know their name or what they 
looked like. Then, we ended up staying with 
these people who had these giant snakes at 
their house. [laughs] 

Kurt: [laughs] Oh my god. 

Tim: We were like, “This is the weirdest day 
ever.” Cap’n Jazz isn’t exactly funeral music. 
And then it was like, “You can stay here. Don’t 
mind these giant snakes.” 

Kurt: Were they boa constrictors? 

Tim: It was in a house in a small city. It 
wasn’t like a zoo. I have a photo of one of us 
daring to hold one of the snakes. 

Kurt: | think that qualifies as an interesting 
story. How uncomfortable that is for you 
guys and to find all that information out. 
Tim: Yeah. We had another show—l 
mentioned -earlier that one of my old 
roommates during Cap’n Jazz was central to 
organizing a lot of riot grrrl Midwest stuff. It 
was largely an Olympia and D.C. thing but 
the Midwest contingent were a few people 
I was really close with. So we were kind of 
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torn because as much as there was this chaos 
in our lives with home issues and drug abuse 
there was also this very positive force that 
had us aware of trying to be “woke” before 
the word “woke.” 

Very often people would take the mic 
during the show to make a political talk. That 
happened at Cap’n Jazz shows as often as it 
didn’t. At this one show we played probably 
ninety seconds before someone took the mic, 
called out the promoter, who then got on the 
mic. It was like an Elks hall kind of place 
where your parents have to be members to 
rent the room. And then the promoter gets on 
the mic and he’s wasted and crying and starts 
yelling at his dad for hitting his mom. And 
he’s on the mic with one hundred kids there 
for a show. And eventually the show never 
happens and the mom is up there trying to 
wrestle the mic from him and he’s like, “No! 
No! You need to be held accountable.” And 
so the show never happens and instead there’s 
just this family crying on stage. 

Kurt: [laughs] What the fuck? Wow. 
Tim: It was the ’90s, man. 
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Andy Garcia 
1. Gulch, Impenetrable 

Cerebral Fortress LP 

2. Executioner’s Mask, 

Despair Anthems LP 

3. Dame, Self-titled LP 

4. Nervous SS, Future Extinction CS 
5. Eyesore & The Jinx, 

The Exile Parlour EP 


Anthony Mehthatf 
* Ho9909, Christopher Dorner/ 
Pray or Prey 
* Soul Glo, The N in Me Is Me 
* Melted Bodies, Enjoy Yourself 
* Gulch, /mpenetrable 
Cerebral Fortress 
* Cold Meat, Hot and Flustered 


Art Ettinger 
* The Templars, Reconquista Volume 
II; 1995-2001 LP 
* Bonecrusher, Quarantine Sessions 10” 
* Field Day, 2.0 7” 
* Teen Idols, Stripped Down 7” 
* ANTiSEEN & Jerry A., Testify 7” 


Bianca 
1. Beyond Survival: Strategies and 
Stories from the Transformative 
Justice Movement 
edited by Ejeris Dixon and Leah 
Lakshmi Piepzna-Samarasinha 
2. Chris Terry’s interview of 
Myriam Gurba for Razorcake #117 
3. Making Spaces Safer: A Guide 
to Giving Harassment the Boot 
Wherever You Work, Play, and 
Gather by Shawna Potter 
4. Lighthead by Terrance Hayes 
5. Working on my very rusty 
letter-writing skills 


Bill Pinkel 
¢ The Lawrence Arms, 
Skeleton Coast LP 
* Chain Whip, /4 Lashes LP 
* Charles Albright, Everything 
Went Charles Albright LP 
¢ Wonk Unit, Summertime 7” 
* My wife for being a rad mom, friend, 
and partner during these stupid times. 


Billups Allen 
Top 5 Songs That Start with a Lone 
Bass Riff 
1. The Damned, “Love Song” 
2. The U.K. Subs, ““Warhead” 


OVINE ERLE 


3. Thin Lizzy, 

“Dancing in the Moonlight” 

4, Black Flag, “Six Pack” 

5. Motérhead, “Ace of Spades” 


Chad Williams 
1. The Templars, 
Reconquista Volume II LP 
2. Pink Lincolns, Reissue LPs on 
Rad Girlfriend 
3. Long Knife, Night of the Hunter 7” 
4. Strike Anywhere, 
Nightmares of the West 12” 
5. No Problem, Quaranteen Covers 


Chris Mason 
1. PDX uprising (and the BLM 
movements across the country/world) 
2. All Hits, Men and Their Work 
3. The Beths, Jump Rope Gazers 
4. Coriky, Self-titled 
5. Visions, Self-titled 


Chris Terry 
* Megan Thee Stallion 
* Pink Siifu, Negro CS 
¢ Gee Tee, Chromo-Zone EP 
¢ Interior Chinatown, 
Charles Yu (novel) 
« My novel Black Card is out on 
paperback with a fuchsia cover 


Craven Rock 
1. The uprising against the pigs for 
black lives 
2. The torching of the Minneapolis 
precinct 
3. Capitol Hill Organized Protest and 
Seattle’s resistance against the police 
4. Seattle protestors destroying 
the construction site of the new 
youth jail, torching and flipping its 
trailers and trashing 4 Starbucks as 
everyone chanted, “J dont see shit! 
I dont know shit!” 
5. Tie: Mary Jo “TikTok Grandma” 
Laupp and youngsters everywhere 
sabotaging Trump’s Tulsa Rally with 
Trump’s following walk of shame 
from his helicopter 


Daryl Gussin 
* Anxiety Cat, The End of Reality As 
We Know It CD 
* Sweet Reaper, Closer Still LP 
* Battalion Of Saints, 
Complete Discography CD #2 
* ISS, Too Punk for Heavy Metal 7”, 
tie Peace Talks, A Lasting Peace 7” 
* The Arrivals, “The Power Won’t 
Be Staying on for Long” 


I don't know shit!" 


Deb Frazin 
1. G.T.R.R.C., JJ compilation 
2. The Paranoyds, 
See You in Hell demos 
3. Schizophonics, Black to Comm 7” 
4. Da 5 Bloods (Netflix) 
5. Colgate Optic White Toothpaste 


Designated Dale 
Top Five Life Essentials 
1. My health 
2. My wife Yvonne 
3. My family 
4. My friends 
5. Rock and roll 


Donna Ramone 
The Five Stages of Grief and Loss 
1. Denial and Isolation—“It’s not 
any worse than the flu” 
2. Anger—“Goddamn it, Dirtnap 
Fest was canceled” 
3. Bargaining—‘I’m lucky to have my 
health and a job; I can’t complain” 
4. Depression—‘“I can’t listen to the 
new Nana Grizol without sobbing” 
5. Acceptance—I’m not here yet, 
and you probably aren’t either. You 
have full permission to feel those 
shit feelings. They’re valid and real; 
embrace it, don’t fight it. Because 
we’re all still struggling through our 
own grief and loss. 


Emily Twombly 
5 Songs Getting Me through Quarantine 
1. RVIVR, “Resilient Bastard” 
2. Riverdales, “Back to You” 
3. Upset, “Holy Basil” 
4. Whitney Houston, 
“T Wanna Dance” 
5. Bent Outta Shape, 
“Disappointment Rock” 


Eric Baskauskas 
Top 5 Things I’ve Gotten in the 
Mail Recently 
* Brand new Powerplant and 
C.H.E.W. 7”s from Iron Lung 
* Used Gary Numan The Pleasure 
Principle LP from Discogs 
* Taco Bell presents Tijuana Taxi LP, 
a strange and awesome 1968 
promo item, from Etsy 
+ A giant pile of bargain-bin records 
from Viny! Conflict 
* Razorcake!\ 
From labels to zines to individuals 
and small businesses, what the fuck 
would we do without the post office? 


Garrett Barnwell 
1. Boris, NO 
2. Fu Manchu, The Action Is Go 2xLP 





3. Handmade skatedecks from 
@mad_acts_decks (on Instagram) 

4. NightFlight Plus (streaming channel, 
home of New Wave Theater episodes!) 
5. Tony Hawk Pro Skater 1 and 2 
re-mastered out by the time you are 
reading this! 


Jamaica Dyer 
* Read & Riot: A Pussy Riot Guide 
to Activism by Nadya Tolokonnikova 
* Goro comics by Sarah Horrock 
* Death in Her Hands 
by Ottessa Moshfegh 
* Eco Warrior Princess Australian 
sustainability blog by Jennifer Nini 
« Making your own salsa from your 
garden-grown veggies 


James Spooner 
Top 5 Memoirs Read 
During the Pandemic 
* Nina Aron, Good Morning 
Destroyer of Men’s Souls 
¢ Flea, Acid for the Children 
* Sam McPheeters, Mutations 
* Corey Feldman, Coreyography 
* Keith Morris, My Damage 


Jen Hitchcock 
Top Five Infomercials 
1. Miss Cleo (RIP) 
2. Snuggie blanket 
3. Sham Wow! 
4. Flowbee 
5. Life Call (really a commercial but 
this classic can’t be denied) 


Jennifer Federico 
Five Bands I Have Never Seen That 
I Dream Would Tour Immediately 
After We're Rid of This COVID- 
Induced Show Wasteland 
1. The Taxpayers 
2. Randy 
3. Idles 
4. Charles Albright 
5. Minor Threat 


Jennifer Whiteford 
Top Five Songs That Mean So Much 
More in the Age of Social Distancing 
1. “Sight for Sore Eyes” by Martha 
2. “Maybe Next Year” by Jabber 
3. “In Your Room” by The Bangles 
4. “I Just Wanna Do It with You” 
by MTX 
5. “Hard to Kill” by Bleached 


Joe Dana 
Music Stuff I’ve Been Able to Enjoy 
While Kind of Not Enjoying Anything 
1. The Go-Go's (documentary) 
2. Babyland, an independent 
electronic junk punk band from L.A. 
that’s no longer together. I want to 
find all their old vinyl records. 








3. Flea’s book, Acid for the Children 
4. Ice-T’s Rhyme Pays and 

Power albums 

5. Swingin’ Utters entire discography 


Juan Espinosa 
¢ All Hits, Men and Their Work LP 
* Muro / Orden Mundial, Split LP 
* Reigning Sound, 
Home for Orphans LP 
* Redd Kross, Red Cross EP 12” 
* The Chisel, Deconstructive Surgery T” 


Kayla Greet 
* Flick Through—Specialist 
Subject podcast with Erica Freas 
and Kay Stanley 
* Road Seven by Keith Rosson 
* Bad Moves, Untenable 
¢ Biznaga, Gran Pantalla 
* Hayley And The Crushers, 
Jacaranda 7” 


Kevin Dunn 
1. Raging Nathans, 
Oppositional Defiance 
2. Worriers, You Or Someone You Know 
3. Coriky, Self-titled 
4. Hope Is Noise, Head. Wrecked. 
5. Psychedelic Furs, Made of Rain 


Kurt Morris 
1. Hum, Inlet 
2. Dinosaur Jr., Farm 
3. Lungfish, Sound in Time 
4. illuminati hotties, Free I.H: This Is 
Not the One You've Been Waiting For 
5. Jeff Pianki, Remember It Now 


Lauren Denitzio 
Top 5 Recent Releases 
¢ Jenny O, New Truth 
¢ Anika Pyle, Poetry Vs. Reason 
* Gladie, Orange Peels 
* Guided By Voices, 
Surrender Your Poppy Field 
¢ Gillian Welch, Boots No. 2: The 
Lost Songs, Vol 1 


Liz Jones 
NYC Mid-to Late-Pandemic Top 5 
1. The death of competitive 
dressing season 
2. The bookstore is open 
but not crowded 
3. Mutual aid everywhere 
4. Streets closed for skating 
5, Everyone’s favorite trash beach 
was declared a radioactive waste 
zone. Fun! 


Martin Wong 
1. Contributing to Razorcake from 
home during the pandemic. 
2. Eloise, Wendy, and I participating 
in the Operation Creative Freedom 
#3 art show, which was on IG this 
year, and The Linda Lindas playing a 
livestreamed mini set too. 
3. Figuring out how to do Save 
Music in Chinatown and other 





Castelar-related stuff online as the 
new school year begins. 

4, New wax and reissues in the mail 
from Exploding Flowers, X, Germs, 
Kicking Giant... 

5. The presidential election in 
November. We always vote by mail 
anyway! 


Matt Average 
1. No Trend boxset 
2. Coriky, Self-titled LP 
3. Male Patterns, anything 
4. The Last Shark (movie) 
5. Turkey Shoot (movie) 


Mike Faloon 
Quarantine Lifeboat Listens 
1. Eleventh Dream Day, Prairie 
School Freakout CD 
2. Curtis Mayfield And The 
Impressions 
3. Neutrals, Kebab Disco LP 
4. Sounds Of Liberation, 
Unreleased—Columbia University 
1973 CD 
5. Toots And The Maytals, Funky 
Kingston CD, tie Worriers, You Or 
Someone You Know LP 


Mike Fournier 
* Coriky, Self-titled LP 
* Desolation Center, The Public 
Image Is Rotten (documentaries) 
* Protomartyr, 
Ultimate Success Today LP 
* The Uncivil Society: 
Mutual Aid CD 
* Zines: Demystification #2, 
Fluke #18, Women in Sound #7 


Mike Frame 
1. Totalitér, Heydays Revisited 7” 
2. Jayhawks, xoxo LP 
3. Doro / Warlock, entire catalog 
4. Wake Singers, 
live in Rapid City, SD 
5. Sanhedrin, entire catalog 


Nicult 
Top 5 Favorite Songs of My Bummer 
Summer 2020 
+ “Yemaya” by 
Mexican Institute Of Sound 
* “Yo Perreo Sola” by Bad Bunny 
* “Green Eggs & Ham” by 
Princess Nokia 
* “Que Maldicién” by 
Banda MS & Snoop Dogg 
* “Bloom” by Raveena 


Nighthawk 
* Time Thieves, Space CD 
« Raging Nathans, 
Oppositional Defiance LP 
* Camping in the 
Upper Peninsula of Michigan 
* Jaws and Jurassic Park double feature 
at 49er Drive-In, Valparaiso, Ind. 
+ Deleting all of my social media 
accounts 


Paul Comeau 
Top 5 Things Helping Me Cope 
During the Pandemic 
1. My bicycle 
2. Records 
3. Remote book club friends 
4. Friends near and far via 
social media 
5. Game nights with family 


Paul Silver 
1. Round Eye, 
Culture Shock Treatment LP 
2. Coriky, Self-titled LP 
3. Broadway Calls, 
Sad in the City LP 
4. The Raging Nathans, 
Operational Defiance LP 
5. Caskitt reunion set during the 
Bizarre Bazaar July live stream 


Replay Dave 
* Routines, Self-titled LP 
¢ Old Thrashers Reunion CS 
* Fiona Apple, Fetch the Bolt Cutters 
* Telegraph, Mir 
+ Zisk #30 zine 


Rhythm Chicken 
Four Cool Albums I’ve Rediscovered 
Since Getting My Turntable Fixed, 
and the Coolest Record This Chicken 
Got for His 21st Birthday 
¢ Graham Parker, 
Squeezing out Sparks 
* 5 Style, Self-titled 
¢ Blue Cheer, 
Louder than God: The Best of... 
¢ Blondie, Eat to the Beat 
* Jumpstarted Plowhards, Round One 


Rich Cocksedge 
¢ Pardon Us, Seamless LP 
* Deep Tissue, Patience or Fear LP 
* The Wolfhounds, 
Electric Music LP 
¢ The Folk Devils, Forever 10” EP 
* Cool Jerks, England LP 


Rick V. 
1. The Globs, The Weird and 
Wonderful World of the Globs 
2. ISS, Too Punk for Heavy Metal 
3. Enemy Radio, 
Loud Is Not Enough 
4. Classics Of Love, 
World of Burning Hate 
5. We Are Little Zombies, 
Who Killed Them? 


RoQue Torres 
1. José Montoya, Abundant Harvest: 
Works on Paper / Works on Life 
2. Flower of the Dead 
by Harry Gamboa Jr. 
3. L.A. Intersections 
by Shizu Saldamando 
4. Lowriders Blast from the Past 
by Cathy Camper, Illustrated by 
Raul The Third 


5. The Hacking of the American 
Mind: The Science Behind the 
Corporate Takeover of Our Bodies 
and Brains by Robert H. Lustig, 
MD, MSL 


Rosie Gonce 
Top 5 Most Important 
Words of 2020 
1. Arrest 
2. Breonna 
3. Taylor’s 
4. Murderers 
5. NOW 


Theresa W, 
Top Five Feature Films 
about Music 
1. Frank 
2. The Sapphires 
3. Amadeus 
4. Singles 
5. Blinded By the Light 


Tim Brooks 
* Permanent Collection, 
Nothing Good Is Normal LP 
¢ IV, Magnetism EP 
* Civic, Selling Sucking 
Blackmail Bribes EP 
* Lack Of Knowledge, 
Sirens Are Back LP 
¢ Various Artists, 
Zamrock 6 x LP boxset 


Toby Tober 
Top 5 Movies I Have 
Recently Enjoyed 
1. The Great Buster: A Celebration 
2. Wilkolak 
3. Capital in the Twenty-First 
Century 
4. Beast (2017) 
5. Hagazussa 


Todd Taylor 
* Coriky, Self-titled LP 
* Sweet Reaper, Closer Still LP 
¢ Battalion Of Saints, 
Complete Discography 2xCD 
* Crip Camp (film) 
¢ Ebba Grin, 1978-1982 LP 
¢ Scene on Radio, Season 4 
(Podcast—what will it take to make 
the United States a more fully- 
functioning democracy and how can 
we bring about that change?) 


Ty Stranglehold 
1. Knowso, 
Specialtronics Green Vision LP 
2. Graveyard Of The Pacific, 
Radium Girls digital single 
3. The Go-Go 5 (film) 
4. Frankie Stubbs, 
Blood Orange Moon 7” 
5. SNFU, 
Beautiful, Unlike You and 17” 


Q 





60'WHALES: Outside the Territory: CD 
Melodic pop punk from Yokohama, 
Japan. This peppy, energizing treat of 
a record features alternating scratchy/ 
shouty and dulcet vocals, like sugar 
and spice. It’s a spicy, sweet delight. 
The keyboard adds a fun, jubilant tone, 
but less like a party favor treat and 
more like the party starter. This record 
just feels good. I was chair dancing all 
the way through. By the end I really 
wanted to see what they were like live, 
but Googling “60’ whales videos” was 
not as helpful as I had hoped. The 
results were a lot like what happens 
when you try to Google “Spanish 
Love Songs,” which in a weird way 
this band reminds me of, but where 
Spanish Love Songs is sad party 
punk, 60’whales are all-party and 
not sad bastards. —Lorien Lamarr 
(Anti-New Waves) 


ACRYLICS: Sinking In: LP 

I love Iron Lung. I love how they push 
their sound and label. This release is 
another local one to me from up the 
freeway. Super tense hardcore which 
for some reason makes me think of 
a mix between the aggressive “emo” 
Bay Area bands from Manumission 
through to the Shivering or later 
“mysterious guy” hardcore like Veins 
where they would make it really hard 
to find and make obtuse books of 
photos. It’s cool, hard, fast, hectic, and 
ticks the boxes but just don’t make the 
hairs stick up on the old back of the 
neck. —Tim Brooks (Iron Lung) 


ALICE BAG: Sister Dynamite: CD/LP 
On her third solo album, Alice goes all 
in on distorted guitars, big choruses, 
and punk anthems celebrating not 
fitting into the myriad pigeonholes 
mainstream, white-straight-male 
society tries to force us all to fit: 
“Stay out there and look for your 
candy house/ your ever-sweet smiling 
spouse/ but that’s not -me;” she sings 
on “Breadcrumbs,” and “You think 
you’re superior and you wish I’d fall 
in line/ but you’re disconnected, your 
reality’s not mine/ I don’t have your 
luck,” on “Lucky.” She also goes to 
work actively subverting the too-often 
monochromatic punk sonic template, 
employing. contrapuntal, multi-part 
backing vocals; trumpets; keyboards, 
and drawing from decades of outside 
sonic explorations while still keeping 
her feet firmly planted within its 
parameters. The results are twelve 
songs laser-focused on intent, diverse 
in delivery, and gloriously incendiary 
to both mainstream culture and a punk 
counterculture that too often mirrors 
it. Crucial, crucial listening on so 
many levels. Jimmy Alvarado (In 
The Red) 


ALLDEEPENDS: 

Hello MY NAME IS:7" 

Four tracks of cowpunk all the 
way from the east of Scotland and 
Alldeepends offer them up in a 
rambunctious way. The country 
element, which reminds me a lot of The 
Slaughterhouse Chorus, is provided 
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some extra bounce via a Rancid-like 
bass delivery, making for an enjoyable 
racket. To add to the general sense of 
mayhem, opening track “SOPHT (An 
Homage to Aesop’s “Tuff’)” has its 
lyrics spat out like Tim Armstrong 
rapping his way through a song. Four 
very good songs. —Rich Cocksedge 
(Make That A Take) 


ANTIBODIES: LP 2019: CS 

Canadian punks Antibodies unleash 
their second LP of weirdness on 
unexpecting listeners. LP 2019 is 
jangly, muddy, and damn catchy. The 
recordings are a bit uneven song to 
song, with some sounding better than 
others. A bit more crispness in the 
recording overall would have really 
knocked this out of the park for me. 
As it sits, the new Antibodies LP is a 
good inoculation against the mundane 
music out there. —Paul J. Comeau 
(High Trash) 


ANXIETY CAT: 

The End of Reality As We Know It: CD 
I have yet to hear another musical 
project that does such a disturbingly 
good job at capturing the swirling 
psycho-clusterfuck that is the times 
we live in. Misguided hatred fueled 
by misinformation _ propagated 
by misanthropic elected officials. 
Scapegoats against scapegoats against 
scapegoats in a three-legged Wall Of 
Death which would even puzzle the 
most horrendous bigots of yesteryear. 
Anxiety Cat is the solo project of Rob 
Taxpayer, and was recorded on his 
urban farm in New Orleans. Oscillating 
between sounding beautiful, and 
majestic, and disgusting, this is 
truly original music, and while it’s 
refreshingly different sounding, it’s 
also saddening to think of the chaos 
we have to live through to produce art 


WAS ir lay-4(uarel 


like this. Honestly, it needs to be heard 
to be believed. Cohesive in its polar 
approaches of ragtag street orchestra 
and crushing, harsh, industrial looping. 
Like if Pailhead did Show Boat, or 
a battered, used copy of Welcome to 
the Monkey House being slammed 
against an aluminum trash can as a 
percussion instrument. It’s angry and 
confrontational, yet the aggression is 
rooted only in the lack of compassion 
our narrator has witnessed. Poignant, 
insightful, and brutally real. “I'd 
like to thank our sponsors: limitless 
growth... I guess there was a limit 
after all,” our narrator and guide 
shouts to the listener at the onset of 
the journey. Put on some headphones, 
press play, close your eyes, and let go. 
—Dary] (Self-released) 


AR-KAICS: Ar-Kives Volume One: 
Singles and Unreleased: LP 

The Ar-Kaics have been unleashing 
blaringly overdriven °60s_punk- 
inspired singles since 2013. If you 
missed any of these classics, or just 
tire of flipping sides, the band’s 45 
output has been compiled into one 
12” vinyl LP that keeps you out of 
your chair from needle drop to needle 
stop. From rapid snot like “Why 
Should I?” to introspective caveman 
stomp like ‘Movin’ On” the band 
never disappoints, especially if you’re 
into the Teenage Shutdown scene. 
But good songs are good songs, and 
you don’t have to have a bowl cut to 
dig this record. You should like this 
anyway. —Billups Allen (Dig!) 


BEAT INDEX, THE: 

Volume One: Juvenilia: CS 
Sub-subtitled “Experiments in Pop 
Music Histories, Forms and Concepts,” 
The Beat Index invokes the spirit of 
Nostril? at some moments and has 


some Devo-ish sentiments at others. 
Some synth stuff that sounds vaguely 
like Olivia Newton-John doing a Joan 
Jett cover. Also some stuff that sounds 
like ’80s alt-synth, as if it could have 
been in a John Hughes movie. We 
have the whole gamut of synthiness! 
Some of which I liked a lot, and 
some of which | didn’t! A download 
code is included, and all proceeds go 
towards Girls Rock MKE. ~The Lord 
Kveldulfr (No Coast) 


BERETTA76: Blue Sky: CD 

This six-song CD by Philadelphia’s 
Beretta76 is influenced by ’70s power 
pop, often coming across sounding 
like if Suzi Quatro or The Runaways 
were playing specifically only ’80s- 
era Cheap Trick songs. That’s not 
meant to be a slight, because I love 
some “not so great” era fucking Cheap 
Trick, but there’s a big difference 
between “Surrender” or “I Want You 
to Want Me” and “The Flame,” ya 
know what I mean? Anyway, this is 
very “rock’n’roll”—the band proudly 
wearing their influences on their 
sleeves, bordering on almost too slick 
at every turn. —Mark Twistworthy 
(Sister Raygun) 


BLOOD BAGZ / BRAIN BAGS: 
Self-titled: LP 

Bloodbags: Bluesy, primal groove 
recorded lo-fi raw. Sound quality 
is akin to a really good practice 
recording and the tunes themselves 
rely on repetition and simple almost 
hypnotic riffs to get their point across. 
Chrome Cranks fans might find much 
here to suit their tastes. Brain Bags: 
Dissonant noise rock that comes 
off like Flipper hanging out with 
the singer from Dream Syndicate to 
groove on classic Scientists jams. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Big Neck) 


BODY FARM / SLUT BOMB: Split: 7” 
Proud Ohioans, Body Farm and 
Slut Bomb both have the sound of 
many generations of hardcore rolled 
into each song with references to 
contemporary politics dating them 
firmly in the present. Each band 
has a distinct sound but the split 
carries the feeling of a shared scene 
and musical influences. It is mostly 
what you would expect from a 
hardcore split. -—Liz Jones (So This 
Is Progress / Landslide) 


BOMBARDEMENT: EP: 7” 

This EP shows that last year’s 12” 
was no fluke as the French quintet 
continues with a d-beat approach that 
is tight as hell and suitably powerful. 
There is a slight change on “My Own 
Satan” which has a more heavy rock 
feel to it, but it doesn’t lose any 
of its brawn for slowing down the 
pace a bit. The best single I’ve 
heard this year. ~Rich Cocksedge 
(Symphony Of Destruction / 
Destructure / Kick Rock) 


BOO HAG: Burial Ground: CD 
This South Carolina duo’s sound 
is stripped down: guitar, vocals, 
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and drums with a few additions of 
saxophone. These nine tracks have a 
sinister, dark vibe. Even though the 
band is from South Carolina, I can 
picture this sound fitting in with a 
mood I’ve gotten from my visits to 
Savannah, Ga. Kind of gothic and 
doomy, with an edgy sinfulness just 
below the surface. I can imagine my 
clean-cut self listening to this in high 
school and thinking, “I dunno... this 
just seems a little evil.” It isn’t, but 
Boo Hag is certainly aiming for that 
personality. The closest act to which 
I can dray a comparison would be 
the Christian apocalyptic sounds of 
Wovenhand, which I realize is ironic 
given what I just wrote. But both 
acts project something bigger and 
otherworldly. While this may not be 
what I would normally listen to, I 
appreciate what Boo Hag is going for 
here. —Kurt Morris (Self-released) 
’ 


BRAGGING LADS, THE: ' 

Half Empty: LP 

Rock-solid mid-temp@ néeat ‘n’ 
potatoes punk rock. Gruff, but not too 
much so, melodic but not saccharine, 
tough but not meat-headed, and 
positioned to appeal to the average 
punker and the “street punk” crowd. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Collision Course) 


BRICK HEAD: Thick as Bricks: LP 

This two-woman project from 
Melbourne, Australia, is catchy and 
garagey, choppy and fuzzy, with a 
shiver of sweaty doom. It reminds me 
of The Pee Chees plus new wave with 
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a whiff of The Stooges, and it goes 
down fast and fun like a milkshake 
with a double shot of bourbon. —Chris 
Terry (Self-released) 


C.H.E.W.: In Due Time: 7" 

C.H.E.W. has a confrontational energy 
that feels like a readymade circle pit. 
There is an intentional movement to 
the music, and I can almost feel the 
snarling vocalist pacing the room. 
The last song on the record, “Noise 
Square” stands apart from the rest and 
is an appropriate anthem for anyone 
trying to drown out the bro bar outside 
their window. —Liz Jones (Iron Lung) 


CHARGE 69: En Rangs Serrés: CDEP 

Well, as far as the name goes, I can 
only assume someone called dibs 
on “Charge 77” at some point, and 
the band made do. Quibbles of 
nomenclature aside, this is some 
pretty tough sounding French punk 
from a band that has apparently 
managed to have been around since 
1993 without me hearing them once. 
“Tous Debout”—apparently the title 
track from the album whence this trio 
of tunes are taken—is in the style the 
locals call le reggae blanc; the other 
two are more straight ahead, streety 
stuff. The singer dude has got a good 
bellow to him but I don’t care for the 
trebly drum sound. Et fini! BEST 
SONG & SONG TITLE: “Insomnie.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: “Extraits de l’album CR 106 
“Tous debout” disponible en vinyle et 
en CD.” —Rev. Nerb (Combat Rock) 
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CHRON TURBINE: Chron Turbine 
Presents: Yoga Injury—Discomfort 

in Seven Movements; CS 

AmRep throwback noise rock. For 
anyone who misses the early 90s, Jesus 
Lizard, or Halo Of Flies. I am not of 
that ilk. Juan Espinosa (Peterwalkee) 


COBRA COBRA: Self-titled: CS 
Hailing from Sao Paulo, Buffalo, 
and D.C., Cobra Cobra sounds like it 
is straight out of a gritty future. The 
vocals sound slightly unsettling like 
your cyborg has a glitch in its voice 
box and all the songs feel fresh and 
unhinged. This is an incredibly solid, 
super punk tape. —Liz Jones (More 
Power Tapes) 


COOL JERKS: England: LP 

Shit, this record is bleak. Seriously, 
it doesn’t attempt to paint a pretty 
picture of anything or even provide a 
fagade for the problems that the U.K. 
has been facing for some years now. 
With the rise of racism, fascism, and 
a Tory government hell-bent on a 
policy of divide and conquer, it was 
inevitable that these circumstances 
would fuel the fire for some bands to 
let rip. Cool Jerks do it marvelously, 
bringing to the fore all of the problems 
faced on this island and do so with 
uncontained rage. I come away from 
listening to this feeling despondent but 
then I realize how the songs articulate 
exactly how I feel, that I am not alone 
in these dark days. Remarkably, that 
brings about a more positive frame 
of mind with some degree of hope 


for the future, which goes to prove 
even the most difficult art can bring 
about favorable results. This is the 
perfect soundtrack for 2020. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Night Versus Day) 


CORIKY: Self-titled: LP 

Ian MacKaye tells a story about his 
first band the Slinkees: his whole 
family watched their set, and his 
grandmother said something like, 
“They’d be more impactful if they 
didn’t always play as loud and fast as 
possible.” Over time, Ian took this to 
heart. The way he’s used dynamism 
in his musical projects has changed 
from Minor Threat all the way to the 
Evens, his duo with (greatest living) 
drummer Amy Farina. In the Evens, 
Amy and Jan made the audience 
shut up and listen by toning down 
the squall. I love those three Evens 
records, boasting songs with lyrics 
which lodged in my head after one, 
maybe two listens. With all this in 
mind, I was so stoked when Ian and 
Amy formed a new band with Fugazi/ 
Messthetics bassist Joe Lally—and 
so bummed when the record’s release 
was delayed by the pandemic. Now, 
honestly, I’m glad for the delay: I 
think this record means more to me 
now than it would have if had arrived 
in mid-March as we shuttered against 
the virus. The Evens records were 
very obviously anti-Dubya, though 
their tone and lyrics resonate through 
the lens of Trump. On Coriky, the 
tone is accordingly more somber and 
the structures and lyrics are more 
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complicated: in “Hard to Explain,” 
as an example, the song begs for 
the chorus of “hard to explain/feel 
like everybody’s gone insane” to 
repeat twice, but it never does. That 
sort of resolution would be too easy, 
because the record is a reflection of 
times that were tough to navigate 
even pre-pandemic. To emphasize 
how hard these days can be, the bass/ 
drum/guitar interplay is intricate and 
often veers into unexpected territory: 
on “BQM,” the requisite singalong 
chorus happens a grand total of once, 
after which a flurry of controlled 
chaos erupts, anchored by Amy back 
there absolutely slaying on drums. 
Joe Lally adds so much depth to the 
proceedings—the baritone guitar 
used by Ian on the Evens records 
demanded constant playing, which 
limited the ways he and Amy could 
interact. Now, with Joe on bass, Ian 
often lets the rhythm section drive, 
using the guitar for color rather than 
thrust. And per Ian’s grandmother’s 
comment, the number of all-out 
shouts here is minimal, making them 
hit harder when they arrive—as was 
the case starting with the last Fugazi 
album, Ian is ‘singing more/yelling 
less, with Amy’s uniquely torrid 
vocals adding texture and nuance. 
There’s no pandemic end in sight 
as I write this, but I still find hope 
whenever I listen to this thorny record, 
which provides more questions than 
answers. We have to keep going, 
even if there’s no light at the end 
of the long-ass tunnel. Coriky is the 


greatest medicine I could have hoped 
for, the best vaccine against despair. 
—Michael T. Fournier (Dischord) 


CRUX DECUSSATA: 

Class Dismissed: CS 

The half-dressed woman in a Catholic 
schoolgirl uniform on the cover art 
didn’t make a good impression on 
me, but damnit this is really good. 
The dirty sound of the guitars and 
the gritty sing-shouting vocals will 
get you banging your head from the 
first few riffs. Two original tracks in 
“Class Dismissed,” and “Progress,” 
followed by two covers of Deep 
Purple and Slaughter And The Dogs 
(“Highway Star,” and “Victims of the 
Vampire,” respectively), provide a 
good education on Criix Decussata’s 
sound. It’s an excellent addition to 
your pandemic playlist. —Paul J. 
Comeau (Crux Decussata) 


DAME: Self-titled: LP 

Been waiting for this one and I am zero 
percent disappointed. Still spooky, 
still spicy. In the same vein as one of 
my perennial favorites White Lung 
(whose disbandment I still mourn 
to this day), Dame continues to take 
the skeleton of straightforward punk 
sensibilities and take them through 
a series of journeys akin to Bill and 
Ted’s trips in their telephone booth. 
These songs are never out of place, 
they are haunting in a way that makes 
you feel the more meta-commentary 
that’s happening beyond the lyrics. 
There’s no pretention but also no 


One Cover. 


ritten and 


recorded 


DRUNK. 


ae 
TSA eat 


eA Laue 


re 
CAREFUL 


DAVE WILLIAMS OF CRUSADES 


DRUNKDIALRECORDS.BANDCAMP.COM 


false urgency. I feel like I’m listening 
to a dark Berlin or Nena in that I can 
dance to it but it still lets me sit with 
all the fucked up feelings that come 
with living in 2020. —Theresa W. 
(Beach Impediment) 


DAYS N DAZE: 

Show Me the Blueprints: CD 

I’m drawn to folk punk because 
it’s verbose and as a lyrics listener 
that’s like having a Double Stuf 
Oreo. An Oreo is good, but double 
filling is better. The best folk punk 
is introspective, fatalistic storytelling 
about dealing with traumas, existential 
crises, injustice, and mental health. So 
if that sounds like your kinda cookie, 
Show Me the Blueprints will give 
you that with extra deliciously self- 
reflective and cynical creamy center. 
Self-described as “thrashgrass,” the 
sound is fast paced, complemented by 
dueling vocals and trumpets alongside 
the acoustic folk instruments you’d 
expect, but the speed and urgency 
gives the sound a harsh ferocity, a 
force building and pressing forward 
like a violent thunderstorm of banjos 
and mandolins and washboards and 
screaming. Too often folk punk is 
written off as a niche genre. With 
this record, I see Fat Wreck Chords 
challenging that and Days n Daze have 
shown themselves to be more than up 
to the task. Each song on this record 
deserves its own deep dive close 
reading of metaphors, alliterations, 
and clever wordplay. One play through 
is not enough to catch all the nuance 


and righ complexity they have crafted. 
—Lorien Lamarr (Fat Wreck Chords) 


DEATH GASP: Stranglehold: 7" 
Heavy-as-hell crustcore to bludgeon 
your very existence on this planet in 
four songs or less or your bowl of 
vegan chili is free. While the masters 
of the genre have opted for pristine 
studio recordings and metalhead 
mechanics, Death Gasp grab you by 
the collar of your His Hero Is Gone 
hoodie and slam you into the human 
walls of the pit, keeping it raw and 
brutal. Recorded in theamiddle of 
the Pittsburgh winter and_ that’s 
exactly what it sound? like. —Daryl 
(Audacious Madness) 


DEBUTANTES, THE: Adams Apples: 7" 

Yes, yes, yes. “Adams Apples” is 
blown-out noise pop in the tradition of 
Henry’s Dress, who you might know 
as one of the coolest bandseof all time. 
On the flip side there’s the dreamy 
fog of “Kids.” For anyone constantly 
seeking both the harsh and the sweet, 
this 7” will feel like a welcome relief. 
—Matt Werts (Emotional Response) 


DEEP TISSUE: Patience or Fear:LP 

2020 has been a shit year in* many 
respects. Many parts of the planet have 
succumbed to a deadly virus whilst on 
both sides of the Atlantic Trump and 
Johnson have shown scant regard 
for lives through their respective 
mismanagement of the pandemic. 
However, this year has also brought 
about a plethora of extremely good 











records and Patience or Fear joins that 
grouping with ease. From the first few 
seconds of the opening track “Mood 
Swing,” I knew. this was destined to 
invigorate and excite my ears. The 
sharp, intricate post-punk guitars— 
reminiscent of The Chameleons— 
heralded the onset of a wonderful song 
which was rhythmically entrancing 
and featured mesmerizing vocals from 
Lauren Leilani Iona. The band is tight 
as hell and the quality persists right 
through to the end, creating a musical 
experience that delivers variety across 
an excellent collection of songs. The 
standout track is “Despair” on which 
Iona manages to channel both Exene 
Cervenka and Siouxsie Sioux in one of 
the most aggressive of the nine tracks. 
In a year with many great records, this 
currently stands on top of my pile. 
~Rich Cocksedge (Play Alone) 


DNO: Inflation Now: CS 

This project makes just the kind of 
stuff that cassette diehards are often 
looking for. Unclassifiable, noisy, 
experimental, improv type stuff that is 
exactly what the “Fifty copies or less” 
low-run cassette culture was made for. 
Members of such bands as Trashies, 
Uzi Rash, and Violence Creeps but not 
reflective of those projects in any way. 
Weirdo cassette collectors are going to 
want to be all over this. —Mike Frame 
(Paisley Shirt) 


DODGE DART: White Dot:7” 
The Dead Milkmen’s Metaphysical 
Graffiti isn’t a great album, but 





it contains “Methodist Coloring 
Book,” which is my favorite song 
of theirs. It also contains the song 
“Now Everybody’s Me,” a track 
that’s been in my head ever since 
late May of 2020, when my lifelong 
need to explain ACAB was suddenly 
replaced by mainstream pundits 
talking about the need to defund 
police. As if the current anti-police 
movement wasn’t enough, the 
once-obscure pop punk band Dodge 
Dart is receiving a tremendous 
resurgence. Its current iteration, 
Mesa Lanes, recently released a full 
LP of Dodge Dart covers. Shortly 
thereafter, the British label No Front 
Teeth put out this EP of unreleased 
early Dodge Dart recordings, a 
fanboy’s dream come true. Dodge 
Dart put out one 7” and one album 
in their heyday, returning years 
later with a follow-up album. Two 
full-lengths under the new name 
Mesa Lanes already exist, too. The 
eight songs on this new 2020 7”, 
White Dot, were recorded about six 
months after Dodge Dart’s debut 
1995 7”. Seven of these songs 
appear on later releases, but these 
versions are lovably raw, fast, and 
punk as hell. One of the songs, 
“Cookie Jar,” doesn’t appear on any 
other release that I know of. Soon 
we will live a world where not only 
everyone hates police as much as 
I do, but also everyone is a Dodge 
Dart/Mesa Lanes fan. How’s that for 
looking on the bright side of things? 
—Art Ettinger (No Front sett 
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DOLDREY: Invocation of Doom: 12" 
Thrashy black metal debut from this 
Singapore quartet. With elements 
of d-beat hardcore blended with 
Darkthrone-style metal (all eras)—it’s 
all about the riffs, and these guys bring 
killer riffs in spades—making this 
record infinitely more listenable than 
the overwhelming majority of newer 
black metal records, and it’s one that 
Pll be spinning regularly. Turn your 
treble knob up a couple notches from 
normal to help sharpen the riffs and the 
drums. —Chad Williams (Iron Lung) 


DON'T SLEEP: Turn the Tide: LP/CD 

I’ vealwaysreally liked Dave Smalley’s 
vocals even to the point of being able 
to overlook some of his misguided 
world views, so an album featuring 
him on the mic is something I look 
forward to. Smalley’s voice is ageing 
well, with a deeper timbre to it and 
one which still suits a strong, melodic 
hardcore musical underpinning. Turn 
the Tide hits the spot straight out of the 
traps with “Don’t Sleep,” as guitars 
provide a crunchy sound and drums 
snap swiftly whilst Smalley does 
his stuff to full effect. A good effort. 
~Rich Cocksedge (Mission Two) 


DRIPPERS, THE: Action Rock: CD 

I judged this CD by its cover, and man 
was I right! With a title like Action 
Rock and Rat Fink-inspired art, it 
could only be one thing: straight-up 
punk rock’n’roll as made famous by 
the classic early Hellacopters and 
Supersuckers records. You won’t be 








surprised to learn that The Drippers 
are from Sweden and have taken their 
godfather Nicke’s rock’n’roll lessons 
to heart on this, their blazing debut 
album. Here’s hoping they continue 
down Mr. Andersson’s path and grow 
their songwriting chops into some 
grande rock on future records. Only 
by the grace of god, I suppose (sorry). 
Recommended if you like a good 
time! —Chad Williams (The Sign) 


DRUG VICTIM: Mongrel: 7" EP 

Seven tracks and they leave no 
room to breathe, lasting just over six 
minutes. There is no time to recover as 
there are no gaps between them. The 
whole thing runs as one on a single 
side of the vinyl. It’s pretty much what 
one gets when seeing Drug Victim 
live, as the band bludgeons away, 
knocking attendees senseless—or 
at a minimum, leaving a lingering 
sense of mild concussion. Don’t be 
fooled though, this isn’t noise, it’s 
thick, heavy hardcore done at speed 
and with great skill. -Rich Cocksedge 
(Crew Cuts / Blind Rage / Angry & 
Hungry / Bosleven) 


DUMPIES, THE: Jim Thorpe: CS 

Jim Thorpe, the latest release from 
The Dumpies, continues their series 
of releases named after historic 
sports figures. Jim Thorpe, I learned 
from a quick Googling, was the first 
Native American to win an Olympic 
gold medal for the United States. I 
also learned that I dig The Dumpies! 
Their energetic, fuzzy garage pop 
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was a grand slam for the ears. Five 
original tracks, and a cover of Redd 
Kross’ “Annette’s Got the Hits,” 
which they nail on par with the 
original, was just enough to get me 
stoked, and leave me wanting more. 
—Paul J. Comeau (Hovercraft) 


DZTN1980: Ode to a Dead Earth: CS 
New solo record from Dustin of 
Abolitionist and it does what a solo 
record should do. It’s not a shell 
of or an homage to Abolitionist (a 
personal favorite), but it honors the 
ethical commitments of that band 
while moving into new experimental 
territory that is made possible when it’s 
one person’s brain mapping the whole 
thing. I feel the presence of distinct 
no-wave qualities, but also totally 
honor Dustin’s own use of “whatever” 
to describe the sonic qualities. This 
record maintains that urgent quality 
of Abolitionist’s political motivations 
but with a more ruminative and 
melancholy exploration. There are 
parts that feel like a eulogy for a dying 
planet, which act as both a reckoning 
and a warning. —Theresa W. (1859 / 
Different Kitchen) 


EASY PREY: Relentless Struggle: 12" 
Absolutely punishing six-song 12” EP 
from this Austin, Texas band. While 
this is generally what people refer to 
as “noise rock” these days, this has 
a vein of melody running throughout 
that you don’t always find, buried 
amongst the rumbling heaviness of 
the rhythm section. These songs are 
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firmly rooted in punk and hardcore 
and sound as, such but with use of 
spacial, post-hardcore/post-metal 
guitar influence to make things more 
interesting. Throw it all together 
with some vocal chord-shredding 
vocals and this simply crushes as a 
result. This is destined to be one of 
my favorite records of the year. Very, 
very highly recommended. —Mark 
Twistworthy (1407) 


ELECTED OFFICIALS, THE: 

Death for Sale: CD 

This is a modern take on political punk 
rock, influenced by MDC, UK82, and 
stuff like that. | would be willing to 
bet there are at least two people with 
mohawks in this band at any one time. 
Being this political in these times, 
there’s certainly no shortage of things 
to write about, that’s for sure. They’re 
pissed off and they’re going to let you 


know about it. —Mark Twistworthy . 


(Self-released) 


FATAL FIGURES: X Minus One: LP 
Skronk-rock reminiscent of a bluesier 
and more caustic-sounding incarnation 
of early Mudhoney. Raw, punchy, 
good. —Jimmy Alvarado (Big Neck) 


FAZ WALTZ: Rebel Kicks: LP 

I like Faz Waltz just fine. | bought 
a couple of their albums of my own 
free will. I generally enjoy the whole 
junkshop/glam/punk/bovver/whatever 
thing. But, for purposes of conducting 
this review with brevity, clarity, and 
let’s-just-call-a-spade-a-spade-ity, the 


otest 


sa 


quick and dirty on Faz Waltz are that 
they are an Italian band who sound 
like, are not as good as, and release 
records twice as often as, Guida. I 
mean, | find the band’s output to be 
pretty consistently enjoyable—as you 
likely would were you inclined to 
enjoy this sort of thing, as you may 
or may not be—but, at no point, do 
I ever find myself motivated to get 
up and move the stylus back so I can 
hear a song twice in a row, or to call 
a friend and tell them “Hey, you gotta 
hear this!”, or to turn it up so loud the 
neighbors have no choice but to listen. 
They have a lot of good songs, but 
no great ones. Thus, whether or not I 
would recommend this album to you 
is largely dependent on how much of 
an impact you currently demand a new 
record to have on your life before you 
add it to your collection. I’ve never 
really been motivated to hunt down 
the Faz Waltz albums I don’t own, 
yet I can’t rule out purchasing them 
at some point, either. They have cool 
covers. I can’t tell if the song on here 
that sounds like David Bowie is a step 
in the right or the wrong direction. 
Kind of a coin flip on this one. BEST 
SONG: “Last Train to Nowhere.” 
BEST SONG TITLE: “Rebel Kicks.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: Mastered by a guy whose 
last name is “Zamboni.” —Rev. Norb 
(Spaghetty Town / Surfin’ Ki / Contra) 


FIELD DAY: 2.0:7" 
Members of Descendents and Dag 
Nasty converge but you probably 


guessed by the group name that the 
Dag Nasty sound tilts the scales. Peter 
Cortner returns, his last band being 
the underrated Gerunds. Doug Carrion 
has stayed active too and they are 
joined by Shay Mehrdad on guitars 
and Kevin Avery on drums. The songs 
feature anthem-like choruses and 
hopefully Brian Baker signed a waiver 
since palm-muted riffage abounds. 
Both songs are solid and “sonically 
speaking” there are no complaints 
in the production department since 
it was mixed by Cameron Webb 
(Motérhead). Unfortunately, their live 
debut in my town bit the dust due-to 
the virus. See you next year. —Sean 
Koepenick (Revelation) 


FLATMATES, THE: Self-titled: LP 

The Flatmates don’t sound exactly 
like they did in the mid-to-late ’80s. Is 
it just that there’s less jangle, no echo 
on the drums? Have they become less 
lo-fi, more pub-rockish, more of a trad 
punk band? The songs are still hook- 
filled, there’s still longing, heartbreak. 
Some part of the mystery, some kind 
of haze is no longer there. Better 
perhaps to think of them the way you 
would an old friend, always partly 
who they were, but continually who 
they are. —Matt Werts (HHBTM) 


FOXY: 

3 X-Ray Spex Tribute Tracks: CD / 10” 
Covers and tributes are a tricky thing. 
Personally, I don’t want a perfect 
replica of the original and I don’t think 
many other people do either. But it also 





shouldn’t be so different that you can’t 
place what song it is you’re listening 
to. Foxy walks that line really well. 
While I’Il say that the sax parts were 
so fucking spot on that if you told me 
they lifted them right out of Germ 
Free Adolescents \’d take your word 
for it. The singer of Foxy doesn’t 
attempt those shrieking high notes that 
Poly Styrene hits on “Bondage,” and 
“T Ama Cliché,” and I truly appreciate 
that she operates within her personal 
range. That is what dignifies this as a 
cover and not a copy. The first track 
is a mash-up of the aforementioned 
X-Ray Spex songs, followed by each 
song individually. Then the other three 
tracks are Foxy originals, which I 
wasn’t expecting as I thought this was 
a tribute release. Those songs rule! 
I’m especially into the track “Frozen.” 
Foxy’s originals have all the earmarks 
of catchy punk band with a female 
singer (I refuse to call them female- 
fronted because that’s not a genre. And 
it bugs me that I have a lack of words 
to signify that they don’t have a dude 
singing for them.). If you like Alice 
Bag, The Avengers, and of course X- 
Ray Spex you’re really gonna dig this. 
—Kayla Greet (Self-released) 


FOXY: Can't Stop Us: CDEP 

When this came in my box of goodies 
I immediately scanned the track 
list to see if my favorite songs were 
included. So where is “Get Off?” 
No “Hot Number?” Wait a minute. 
This isn’t the ’70s disco band from 
Hialeah, Fla.? Okay, I guess this could 
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still be good. Greg Antista (Joyride) 
and Stu West (The Damned) team up 
with Lisa Parker-Meredith (4-gazm) 
and Richie Mendez (The Pushers) for 
this six-song platter. It’s straight ahead 
punk but the melodies are there to 
drag you into the party. “Don’t Close 
Your Eyes” is the sleeper tune out of 
the bunch. Worth checking out. —Sean 
Koepenick (Self-released) 


FRANKIE STUBBS: 

Blood Orange Moon:7" 

I seriously have to believe in miracles 
sometimes. When this first came 
out, I couldn’t order a copy and then 
it quickly sold out. Sure, I bought 
a download, but it really stung not 
getting a copy of the vinyl. Well, my 
beloved Razorcake came through with 
this here review copy... Speaking of 
miracles, any new music from our 
lord and savior Frankie Stubbs should 
be treated with the utmost reverence. 
This is a pure joy to listen to. Four 
gravel-voiced acoustic beacons of 
light shining bright in the dark abyss 
that is this year. We all may cry daily 
now (or is that just me?) but I highly 
recommend throwing this on to 
switch it up for some tears of joy. You 
will always have my heart, Frankie. 
-Ty Stranglehold (Little Rocket / 
Rad Girlfriend) 


FRENTE NORTE: Luchar y Ganar: LP 

DIY punk from Toledo, Ohio in 
Spanish. The oi-tinged stompers 
such as “Atomico” and “Juventud 
Terrorista” make me want to rush to 


the front of the crowd and sing along 
in solidarity. A total DIY product 
produced and released by the band. 
They even graciously included two 
lyric sheets: one in Spanish and one in 
English. I say learn Spanish, gabacho! 
Arriba los pinches punks! —Juan 
Espinosa (Self-released) 


GANSER: Just Look at That Sky: LP 
When I think of noise rock, I think 
of turgid, edgelord-ish, shirts off/ 
dudes on rawk with the occasional 
groove. It’s rad to hear the churning 
grooves brought to the forefront by 
the women in this Chicago band. 
This LP moves, adding post-punky 
pounding, bleeding-sharp guitar leads 
and laconic Kim Gordon-esque vocals 
to the template. The results are fresh 
and fun, in the way that a doomed- 
ass summer still has its moments of 
sunshine. —Chris Terry (Felte) 


GARRISON: TV or the Atom Bomb: LP 

My guys in Garrison never quite found 
their place. The Boston four-piece 
signed to Revelation in the late 90s on 
the strength of a slush pile demo, but 
didn’t click with Rev’s straightedge 
hardcore crew. They released stuff 
through Vique Martin’s Simba label 
and Boston’s Iodine before folding 
right as the first wave of commercial 
emo made bands like Saves The 
Day and New Found Glory bigger 
than big. Sure, Garrison got to do a 
lot of rad stuff, like touring the U.S. 
and Europe extensively, and playing 
Japan, but they never got their due 
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LEBENDEN TOTEN - “Synaptic 
Noise Dissociation” LP, 
SHRINKWRAP KILLERS - “Feral Rats 
Have Become Our Only Pets” LP & 


for the jagged, Jehu-esque emotional 
rock they mixed with Swervedriver 
shoegaze. Hopefully TV or the Atom 
Bomb will help solve this. Collected 
on this slab are all of Garrison’s non- 
Rev recordings, including the killer 
demo that got them noticed in the 
first place, including their splits with 
Orange Island and U.K. honchos 
Hundred Reasons. It’s on! Why not? 
—Michael T. Fournier (Arctic Rodeo) 


GEE TEE: Chromo-Zone: CS 
Blown-out, fuzzy, and bursting 
with manic energy and undeniable 
melodies, this Australian garage punk 
duo comes through with the perfect 
blend of sneering rock’n’roll and 
sugary pop. Swirling carousel keys 
and catchy guitar leads layer onto a 
revved-up take on classic Australian 
punk, coming out the other end 
sounding like a happier Spits. I 
mean, you can’t go wrong with a 
song called “Pigs in the Pit.” —Chris 
Terry (Self-released) 


GHOST WORK: 

You'll Be Buried With: CS 

I first saw something about this band 
in passing on social media. Endless 
scrolling, when something catches 
my eye—“New music from the singer 
of Seaweed.” I stopped dead in my 
tracks. I was in my late teens when 
Seattle exploded in the early *90s 
and I dove in headfirst trying to grab 
anything I could. The description of 
Seaweed in the Sub Pop catalog was 
“Fugazi Osbourne.” Hooked instantly. 
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a subsidiary of the 
Extinction Burst family 


They became one my favorite bands 
of the whole era. As bands tend to 
do, they broke up. Then not much 
of anything for many years. Singer 
Aaron Stauffer more or less gave up 
music to pursue his career as a nurse 
in Northern California. So, what is 
Ghost Work? Word has is that Stauffer 
was approached by an ex-member of 
°90s hardcore band Snapcase asking 
if he’d be interested in doing vocals 
on a project that he was working on 
with some alumni of bands such as 
Milemarker and Minus The Bear. He 
did it, and the result is pretty great. I 
am not super familiar with the other 
bands these guys were in, but I don’t 
think they really sound like this: mid- 
tempo, layered rock with heavy tones 
and an almost dreamy aesthetic. Of 
course, it can be comparable to latter 
day Seaweed, which is always a good 
thing. I am still visualizing Tacoma. 
~Ty Stranglehold (Self-released) 


GRAVEYARD OF THE PACIFIC: 
Radium Girls: CD-R 

I happen to live in one of the most 
haunted places in Canada, if not 
the world. You learn to look at 
seemingly random occurrences 
through a paranormal lens. Take for 
instance when I was clearing some 
overgrown ivy out of my backyard. 
Buried deep within the green pile of 
foliage was a CD-R, beaten up but 
looking playable. Scratched into the 
top was the words Graveyard Of 
The Pacific. I was intrigued. The 
Graveyard Of The Pacific is a stretch 
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of ocean that runs from Oregon 
to the northern tip of Vancouver 
Island where more than 2,000 ships 
have wrecked since the eighteenth 
century... and is within an hour of 
my house. I popped the disc in my 
player not knowing what to expect. 
I found three songs of creepy, yet 
insanely catchy synth rock. Ominous 
tales of girls who glow and the dark 
secrets we all hold within. These 
songs whispered down my spine in 
a very familiar way. A quick internet 
search proved my suspicions to 
be true. Graveyard Of The Pacific 
is haunted completely by former 
member of The Hex Dispensers. I 
was floored as I had never heard of 
this before. Three amazing songs in 
the vein of their former band with 
a taste of Alex and Alyse’s other 
current project, Eerie Family. I went 
back to see if there was any more 
information on the CD-R and it was 
gone. Completely. Like it never 
existed. According to the band’s 
Bandcamp page, it has only been 
released digitally thus far. I am 
kind of scared. —Ty Stranglehold 
(Self-released) 


GUMMING: Overripe: LP 

Tense, taut, dissonant punk-skronk 
with matching lyrics. There’s enough 
rhythmic cohesion to keep things 
engaging, and they keep the song 
lengths in short, digestible bites, 
but it’s a gloriously uncomfortable 
ride nonetheless. Jimmy Alvarado 
(Vinyl Conflict) 
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HAYLEY AND THE CRUSHERS: 
Jacaranda: 7" 

Hayley And The Crushers truly kick 
ass. Amazing both live and recorded, 
Hayley Crusher Cain’s undeniable je 
ne sais quoi is backed up by some of 
the catchiest pop punk of the current 
millennium. These two tracks hit 
the spot and then some, capturing 
an ultimate summer pop punk vibe. 
Hailing from San Luis Obispo, Hayley 
And The Crushers are absurdly fun. If 
you get the opportunity to go to one 
of their shows, do not miss it. 2020 
started off with a wonderful new 
Hayley And The Crushers LP, so I 
wasn’t necessarily expecting another 
release from them so soon. We all 
need a little Jacaranda in our life. 
Make sure to check this 7” out, as 
it won’t be available for long! —Art 
Ettinger (Surfin’ Ki) 


ILLUMINATI HOTTIES: 

FREE I.H: This Is Not the One 

You've Been Waiting for: LP 

I don’t even remember how I came 
across this album, but I’m so glad 
I did. While Sarah Tudzin (who is 
illuminati hotties) made this album to 
complete her contract with her label, 
Tiny Engines, after they screwed 
over a bunch of bands, it’s her best 
work to date. It’s a mix of styles that 
lifts from multiple genres. without 
sounding fake. What’s more amazing 
is how well it works together, flowing 
smoothly. There’s the Black Flag- 
influenced sound on “free ppls” and 
then the head-bopping, poppy punk 


sound on the next track, “freequent 
letdown.” ‘“Melatonezone” comes 
next with a reggae influence more in 
line with something Rihanna might 
put out. I love the snotty vocals 
as much as the smooth, harmonic 
ones. It’s got aggression and pop 
sensibilities that have a wide appeal. 
The only shame is that it isn’t longer; 
the whole thing doesn’t even hit 
twenty-five minutes. That minor 
detail aside, if at least one of these 
songs doesn’t get you nodding your 
head and tapping your foot, then 
you’re dead. This is my album of 
the summer and definitely in my 
top three for the year. —Kurt Morris 
(illuminatihotties.bandcamp.com) 


INTER ARMA: 

Garbers Days Revisited: CD/LP 
Garbers Days Revisited is Inter 
Arma’s eight tracks of covers, all of 
which faithfully adhere to the originals 
while giving the band the chance to 
put their own spin on things. Inter 
Arma becomes a chameleon but each 
song is sincere. For example, they 
cover “Runnin’ Down a Dream” by 
Tom Petty & The Heartbreakers. Does 
it sound like Tom Petty? Yes, but Tom 
Petty would never include riffs this 
meaty. Or take their cover of Hiisker 
Dii’s “The Girl Who Lives on Heaven 
Hill.” It’s clearly identifiable but holy 
shit, that song gets the dark metal 
treatment and is ten times heavier 
than the original. The other covers I 
enjoyed were Prince’s “Purple Rain,” 
and Venom’s “In League with Satan.” 





The latter sounds like if Venom 
hooked up with Eyehategod. All 
thirty-seven minutes of this album are 
solid. Each song is close enough to the 
original to be familiar but the band has 
done enough to make the track their 
own. If you like heavy music and can 
appreciate everything from Cro-Mags 
to Neil Young, then you’re in for a 
treat with Garbers Days Revisited. 
~Kurt Morris (Relapse) 


ISS: “Too Punk for Heavy Metal” 

b/w “A Msg 2U":7" 

When the top scholars in arsonology 
finally complete their coursework, 
what other option do they have then 
to burn down the school? Some 
consider being overeducated to be a 
curse. If you study too heard, learn 
too much, you start to feel like 
the joke is on you. Well, ISS have 
taken their decades of research on 
anti-social music and are making it 
crystal clear: the joke is in fact on 
you, listener! Subcultural absolutism 
that makes Total Control look like a 
hippie love fest. The music is raw and 
mechanical with a hardcore backbone 
emanating a sense of familiarity, but 
don’t be fooled, the deeper in you 
decide to venture the less familiar 
anything feels. So take note rookie, 
you’re in the fold now, and if you 
ever come across an episode of 
What's in My Bag? featuring ISS, 
jump out the nearest window and run 
for your goddamn life. This band is 
here simply to destroy everything 
you love. —Daryl (Total Punk) 
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J. GRAVES: Deathbed: EP 

More killer songs from this Portland, 
Ore. trio. On Deathbed, J. Graves 
continues down the same path 
they established on their awesome 
debut LP Marathon: evocative 
instrumentation that draws from both 
moody post-punk like Siouxsie And 
The Banshees and the heavy thud of 
the mid-’90s Touch And Go roster. 
Throughout, singer/guitarist Jessa 
flutters and stabs with her vocals. 
J. Graves is a band that sounds way 
more established than their odometer 
might indicate. Excellent. —Michael 
T. Fournier (Illumin) 


JAGGER HOLLY / THE WINDOWSILL: 

Saving the Genre, and You Know It...: 
10” 

Two of the EU’s modern day pop 
punk heavyweights pair up for a 
total of eight new smashers on this 
ten inch; a format which I’ve always 
loved. For fans of current Ramones- 
core, this is already on your radar, but 
if for some reason it isn’t, it certainly 
should be. Jagger Holly feature 
Matias of DeeCracks fame and falls 
directly under the Bottlerocket-esque 
bracket. So much so—some of these 
songs would make them jealous— 
and these four new songs are par 
for the course, if not more than ever. 
The Windowsill, on the other hand, 
features almost-all ex-members of 
European superstars The Apers, 
which is noticeable in their sound 
for sure. However, their harmonies 
and guitar work could see them 
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With Me' 7" CD 


paired with pop punk of almost any 
style and fit right in perfectly. Their 
releases have always been incredibly 
solid and these four tracks are just 
the same. A few tours and a proper 
American release would no doubt 
shoot them up a few miles to where 
they belong. —Steve Adamyk (Hey! 
Pizza / Shield) 


JEANINES: Things Change: 7” EP 
Jeanines have followed up last year’s 
brilliant LP on Slumberland with 
this brief, utterly charming folk pop 
collection. There’s more of a spare, 
acoustic feel this time, less of a post- 
punk bounce, more of a hop. There’s 
still the jangle and clear harmonies 
and smart introspection and painful 
goodbyes, but something is—if 
not sunnier—somehow _ brighter. 
They’re moving on and moving up. 
—Matt Werts (Where It’s At Is Where 
You Are) 


KEPI GHOULIE: “Keeping Me Alive” 
b/w “Accused of Love”:7" 

Kepi is a legend, plain and simple. 
How important of a band were The 
Groovie Ghoulies? Immensely 
important. His solo efforts have 
all been great since their demise. 
His current single offers of a bit 
more Tom Petty/Americana/power 
pop than some of his previous 
releases, but it’s still following the 
same mold. Kepi can do no wrong 
and you definitely need this in 
your collection. —Steve Adamyk 
(Stardumb / Eccentric Pop) 
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KNOWSO: 

Specialtronics Green Vision: LP 

I am at the point now where I don’t 
even need to bother pre-listening to 
anything coming out on Drunken 
Sailor. I have yet to pick up anything 
that label has released that isn’t pure 
gold. Cleveland’s Knowso can be 
added to that stellar list. Seriously 
angular, bass-heavy tunes __ that 
are unable to escape comparison 
to the likes of Nomeansno, The 
(Minneapolis) Uranium Club, and 
fellow Buckeye State denizens Devo, 
I can’t think of a better group of bands 
to be associated with. Initially it is not 
an easy listen. It kind of shocks your 
ears to attention to start but then the 
off-kilter catchiness takes over and 
the next thing you know, you have 
listened though it four times and your 
neck is out from whipping your head 
back and forth professing allegiance 
to the sci-fi concepts that are the glue 
that binds it all together. Bow down 
before your digital god. An honest 
question: Why do so many beautifully 
weird bands come out of Ohio? -Ty 
Stranglehold (Drunken Sailor) 


LIONS LAW: The Pain, 

The Blood and The Sword: LP 

Fourth LP from these Parisians who 
I have followed since they started. 
Originally they had more of an 
early oi sound akin to Kidnap, Snix, 
Camera Silens and the early °*80s 
French oi. Recently, they leaned 
more into the sounds of their current 
pals Rixe and Condor with a tougher 
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punk sound. This LP takes nods from 
those bands but has a ton of thickness 
to the sound not unlike the last Battle 
Ruins long player. The songwriting 
is really great. If you get scared off 
by sketchy looking fellows with bald 
noggins give it a spin, it’s well worth 
it. Beast song is track 10, just tucked 
away. Boss business, mon amis. -Tim 
Brooks (Pirates Press) 


LMI: Excess Subconscious: LP 

The problem with a one sheet included 
with the album in question is that they 
are often misleading. Case in point: 
the words “stoner punk” are used here 
to describe their sound as well as bold 
lettering band names such as Drive 
Like Jehu, Mastodon, and Poison Idea. 
I’m not hearing any of that. Instead 
I’m getting hits of a heavier version of 
Rollins Band or Palatka with the emo 
sucked out of em. Discordant and pissed 
and, yeah, maybe a little zany, a little 
waste-y sans the rehashed Sabbath or 
Ginn riffs. In case you were wondering, 
LMI stands for Lazy Middle-class 
Intellectuals which is borrowed from 
Bad Religion lyrics. Band names can’t 
all be winners but at least the music rips. 
—Juan Espinosa (Handstand) 


LONG KNIFE: Night of the Hunter: 7" 

Portland, Ore.’s Long Knife emerge 
from the radio silence with two ripping 
Motor-Idea crowbars to the temple. 
Whether that’s the juncture of four 
skull bones, or an edifice dedicated 
to the worship of tired gods: you can 
decide. All I know is it’s the prime cuts 


on the hardcore hog. “Rough Liver” is 
the sick shit that that I imagine Fucked 
Up would have gotten into if they 
wanted to keep it raw for the punks. 
—Daryl (Beach Impediment) 


MIS WE/ NIGHT BATTLES: Split: 7” 
This M Is We song makes me feel like 
I am in a movie that is a 50/50 split 
across John Hughes and Tim Burton 
lines. Itrules. It’s sparse electropop that 
gets me really contemplative and then 
it kicks in with some really crunchy 
feedback noise and comes back clean. 
It taps into that complicated feeling 
of nostalgic longing, which might 
be something purely constructed by 
pop culture but is real enough that it 
resonates. The Night Battles song does 
the same thing but through a different 
door. A heavier Burning Airlines, it 
still has some echoes of Tears For 
Fears that make it integrate really 
nicely with the first song. Honestly, 
this is a perfect split in that it does 
exactly what this format is supposed 
to do—find a moment of connection 
to spin the record around instead of 
just finding two matching bands and 
letting them each take half. Hats off 
to Broken Sound, doing the work of 
keeping Chapel Hill alive. —Theresa 
W. (Broken Sound) 


M SECTION: Pastrami Salami: LP 

Hailing from Santa Rosa, Calif., M 
Section is the band that a couple 
members of Decent Criminal were 
in prior to forming that surfy, poppy 
group. These songs are much more 


straight-forward, gritty, fast punk with 
enticing guitar leads. Singer Brian 
Gellman ‘almost pushes his voice 
past the point of blowing out, yet it 
still holds strong. His vocals are one 
part nasally Fat Mike, twenty-five 
parts Mike Wiebe, and one hundred 
parts Brian Gorsegner. Don’t bother 
checking my math; it adds up I swear. 
And with the exception of NOFX, 
I'd easily book these guys on a bill 
with those singers. M Section would 
fit right in with Night Birds and 
Riverboat Gamblers. Though when 
youthrow in their intermittent hardcore 
breakdowns, I’d add Kid Dynamite to 
that list of comparisons. A lot of the 
songs are so fucking fast that it’s hard 
to understand the words, and the lyrics 
are pretty sloppily written on the back 
of the record, so that’s not much help 
either. “Splenda” is about diabetes I 
think? It’s got a “Rawhide”-inspired 
intro as well. It’s hard to pin down a 
genre for these guys since they pull 
so many styles within one record and 
somehow make it a cohesive release. 
Get this. —Kayla Greet (Self-released) 


M SECTION: Pastrami Salami: LP 
Well executed hardcore with a definite 
West Coast feel to it—tight ‘n’ zippy 
with a bit of metal flair thrown in for 
good measure. Can’t understand a 
word lyrically but, guessing from song 
titles like “Scuba,” “Lobster Dog,” 
and “‘Where’s the Beef,” I’m gonna go 
out on a limb and venture a guess that 
they’re not overly serious. Not bad at 
all. Jimmy Alvarado (Self-released) 


MASS ARREST: Power: LP 

Classic hardcore sounds abound 
here—mid-tempo to thrash speeds, 
gruff vocals, straight-forward, no- 
bullshit song structures. Lyrically 
they deal largely with the survival and 
pitfalls those not part of the dominant 
culture face in modern America: 
“[Whhite fragility can’t watch brutality 
so they changed the tactics of their 
war/ They built a system and filled 
their prisons so they can kill us behind 
closed doors.” Yes, indeed. Righteous 
anger reflected on all fronts in some 
choice tuneage. Jimmy Alvarado 
(iron Lung) 


MIKEY ERG: Bon Voyage: 7" 

After being lucky enough to catch 
an Ergs! reunion show in Boston at 
the end of 2019 (Great Scott R.I.P.) 
it looks like Mikey is riding the wave 
with this EP. Four songs that zip by 
before you really notice. I’m partial 
to the title track and “Colleen.” 
“Colleen” in particular is simply 
infectious. Are you seriously waiting 
for me to tell you to buy this? C’mon 
you know better by now. —Sean 
Koepenick (Stardumb) 


MT. VENGEANCE: Machines: LP 

While this is definitely an indie rock 
record at its core, this LP contains 
lots of fuzzed-out guitars and general 
heaviness to make it something 
different, something better. These 
seven songs evoke thoughts of various 
°90s garage bands, sometimes punky/ 
sometimes poppy, but with loads of big 








rock riffs and sprinkled throughout. 
Good — stuff. -—Mark Twistworthy 
(Sister Raygun) 


MUFFS, THE: Whoop Dee Doo: CD 

I felt conflicted approaching this 
review. One the one hand, it’s Kim 
Shattuck’s final album in her lifetime 
with The Muffs. On the other hand, 
it’s released by Burger Records. It’s 
bittersweet. It’s everything I want 
from a pop punk record. It’s toe 
tappingly joyous and Kim Shattuck’s 
snarly growl is the cherry on top. I 
prefer to pretend Burger isn’t involved 
at all because nothing should sully this 
perfect pop punk masterpiece. The 
record title feels like a playful tongue- 
in-cheek reminder that The Muffs 
never broke up. Despite the ten year 
gap in records, they could consistently 
make A+ pop punk earworms. —Lorien 
Lamarr (Burger) 


NERVOUS GIRLS: Hunger: CS 

Nervous Girls (Tampa, Fla.) is indie 
punk/post-punk with a strong °90s 
alternative influence. In particular, 
I'd bet the members of this band 
really enjoy Hole. Me too, so this EP 
instantly felt familiar by invoking 
some nostalgia. Vocals are a mix 
of urgent but melodic singing and 
screaming. Lyrically, this EP feels 
like a cathartic purge releasing the 
struggles inherent in the toxic parts 
of (usually heteronormative) dating 
in the U.S. They sing “break me until 
I’m beautiful” and “us girls we love 
our captors, they send us up in raptures 
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rys: ‘Some good styar rush power pop 
punk Irom the Midwest, Hooks galore... 
LP got sort of big.” 
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and watch us fade out.” Working 
through those traumas they come out 
the other side with simple but powerful 
affirmations like repeating “I am I am 
I am I am.” “Thoughts and Prayers” 
is a little shoegazier in sound and 
lyrically questioning if we are a nation 
of escape routes, positing that we may 
need to fake our own deaths to be 
free. Coupled with the rest of the EP, 
this made me think of /a petite mort 
(the little death) or the weakening of 
consciousness frequently associated 
with post orgasm—although faking 
this particular death will not set you 
free anymore than thoughts and 
prayers help victims of injustice. I 
suppose that’s the point: both help you 
escape accountability. —Lorien Lamarr 
(Self-released) 


NEUROTIC FICTION: Romance: 7" 

Four songs of ’80s anxiety pop. Stuff 
like this helps me reaffirm that I’m a 
fan of music first and am heavily drawn 
to punk second. That’s not meant to be 
a slight to this band in any way, only 
an acknowledgement that they’re a 
little outside the punk wheelhouse. 
They might be more akin something 
like Siouxie And The Banshees mixed 
with Manchester Orchestra (mostly 
their re-imagined record Hope). I 
think they have really solid melodies 
and strong vocals overlaying a jangly, 
dark, post-punk sound. There are 
bright guitar riffs and deep, muddy 
bass lines with heavy drums and a soft 
and shrill vocalist that I really like. It 
definitely puts me in an angsty and 
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creative mood, which can be a hard 
frame of mind to activate. —Kayla 
Greet (Specialist Subject) 


NIGHTFEEDER: Rotten: CS 

Very grateful for this dark and thrashy 
hardcore from Seattle. If you need 
to blow off some steam and mosh 
across the living room (at this point 
in human history, who doesn’t?), I 
recommend the title track. A little 
tonally inconsistent—they go from 
intense howling to a somewhat goofy 
cover of The Victims’ “TV Freak” — 
though I think it humanizes them. 
—Matt Werts (Nightfeeder) 


NOFX / FRANK TURNER: 

West Coast vs. Wessex: Split CD/LP 
This record is NOFX doing five 
Frank Turner tunes, and Turner 
countering with his renditions of 
five NOFX songs. Because I live 
under a rock in South Carolina, 
I'd not been previously graced by 
the musical musing of Turner, so 
I can’t attest to how NOFX has 
adapted/interpreted his songs, 
but their presentation of his tunes 
was thoroughly enjoyable. I found 
Turner’s versions of NOFX songs to 
be just as fun; I especially liked his 
quirky acoustic version of “Bob.” 
I wouldn’t consider this record to 
be essential listening, but it’s a fun 
record that would certainly be worth 
your time if you’re a fan of either 
entity. West Coast vs. Wessex? I 
hereby declare it a draw. -The Lord 
Kveldulfr (Fat) 


THE 


NOI!SE: Lost: 12” 45 

If nothing else, this is certainly the 
most goddamn fancy oi record I’ve 
ever seen in my life. It’s a one-sided, 
one-song 12”—a format that I can’t 
rightly say I recall ever seeing before— 
like, ever—and not exactly the type 
of thing one considers particularly 
redolent of the quotidian utilitarianism 
associated with the genre. It’s pressed 
on clear vinyl, with the front cover. 
imagery silkscreened in reverse on 
the back. I think it’s a picture of a 
boat sinking in a bowl of chocolate 
milk but I can’t be certain. The back 
cover imagery (either the lyrics or the 
Declaration of Independence, plus 
blood) is then silkscreened over the 
chocolate milk on the back. There’s a 
milk-free corner of the record where 
you can see the bare vinyl, which is 
tinted bluish except for the song title, 
which is (somehow) perfectly clear, 
although I actually couldn’t read it. I 
thought it said “Lg57” or something 
(I had to go to the website to find out 
that the song was called “Lost”). But, 
I mean, the technical execution on 
this vinyl is remarkable. It really is. I 
don’t know why exactly they used all 
this technical acumen to show a boat 
sinking in chocolate milk and a song 
title that looks like “Lg57,” but maybe 
that’s none of my business. As for the 
song, it’s quite good, it sounds like a 
cross between the Angelic Upstarts and 
Blitz. It would probably be one of the 
top ten English punk (or whatever) 45s 
of 1982, were it released at that point. 
I can’t say it’s ordinary. BEST SONG 
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& TITLE: Unsurprisingly, “Lost.” 
FANTASTIC AMAZING TRIVIA 
FACT: I think this whole record is kind 
of ‘a Fantastic Amazing Trivia Fact, 
really. -Rev. Norb (Pirates Press) 


NOI!SE: Price We Pay:7" 
Tacoma’s streetpunk kings, Noi!se, 
just released two new singles on 
Pirates Press. The other record is a 
UV, digitally-printed 12” single called 
Lost. Lost sold out almost instantly, 
so don’t snooze on this record. Price 
We Pay is a one-track 7”, pressed 
on pretty orange vinyl. A heartfelt 
anthem about the ills of this country’s 
nasty incarceration boom, we prison 
abolitionists now have a spirited new 
song to groove to as we raise our fists 
in the air. Pirates Press continues to 
impress with its exquisitely packaged 
releases, and Noi!se delivers a track 
worthy of such glamorous treatment. 
_ In these times of exciting unrest, it’s 
fair for punks to briefly reflect on the 
fact that it was skinheads, not peace 
punks, who introduced the concept 
of ACAB into the scene. I noticed 
the 1312 mentality and sloganeering 
spread to all segments of punk and 
hardcore over the past decade or so. 
It was a truly emotional experience 
when ACAB finally seeped out of the 
scene, finally hitting the mainstream 
in 2020. —Art Ettinger (Pirates Press) 


NRRRV: The Gaze/A Man Is...: 
Digital Single 

Gauzy, dreamy, electronic 
with crooned vocals by 


throbs 
Martin 


Sorrondeguy of Limp Wrist and Los 
Crudos. The right dancefloor is a 
place of connection and transcendence 
where your insides are on the outside. 
These songs recreate that communal 
experience with a sense of longing 
that is all the more poignant at a time 
when sharing sweat with a stranger is 
impossible. Limp Wrist’s most recent 
LP ends with some grotty electro 
tracks and these songs feel like the 
other part of the cycle—the moment 
you’re seduced onto the dancefioor, 
before the beat starts banging, when 
you start assessing your dreams, 
wondering if they’Il come true. —Chris 
Terry (La Vida Es Un Mus) 


NUMBSKULL ACTION: 

Mutate with Me: CS 

These are just a few ways that this 
band introduces this cassette: first, 
on their website they say “every 
cost was avoided to record this 
album in glorious MONO on only 
the cheapest and most inferior 
equipment available... contains 
approx... 3 percent new ideas.” And, 
on the delightful handwritten note 
to guide me through this review, 
an excited exclamation that, “This 
one is extra horrible!” Both of these 
things totally got me—I love when 
bands don’t take themselves too 
seriously. I love that this tape ends 
with a song called “Tape Runs Out” 
that just clunks when the tape stops. 
My guess is that these folks love to 
drink cheap beer and this band is a 
great reason to do that, which is far 


from the worst reason to put out a 
cool tape. So, bravo. —Theresa W. 
(No*Teen) 


PARDON US: Seemless: LP 

It’s unusual to have a band release 
albums in consecutive years, so given 
that Wait was my favorite album of 
2019 it was a big surprise when news 
of the follow-up dropped into my 
email inbox. Needless to say, I waited 
no time to order it and—no surprise— 
it’s every bit as good as its predecessor. 
There are hints of Snuff at times and 
also the occasional Dickie Hammond- 
like guitar riff thrown into a set of 
songs displaying a broadened—at both 
ends—spectrum of song speed. I need 
to highlight a job well done with the 
cover of Helen Chambers’s excellent 
“Little Demons” where a delightful 
track is given a big sonic injection. 
This is one of the few bands that gives 
me a feeling akin to what I get when 
listening to Stiff Little Fingers with 
its punchy, melodic sound and biting 
lyrical content. —Rich Cocksedge 
(Everything Sucks Music) 


PARTITION: Prodigal Gun: LP 

From a musical standpoint, this 
sounds kinda like a cross between 
Exene Cervenka and Kathleen 
Hanna fronting Flipper—yelps from 
a fractured soul, hollered over part- 
mean, part-comforting, neo-druggy, 
fuzzed-out sludge. Main creative 
officer Taylor Nice dedicates the 
album to themself, explaining in the 
liner notes that “these songs are the 


blooms of pain” and that they “have 
not comitted (sic) suicide countless 
times due to wanting making this 
album a reality.” Furthermore, “fuck 
you to anyone who has deemed me a 
worthless junkie over the years. I acted 
shitty but I am still a person of value.” 
Listening to this record definitely feels 
like you walked in on some complete 
stranger’s therapy session, but, as 
such, it’s still somewhat compelling. I 
think the litmus test for this album’s 
value to anyone not named Taylor 
Nice would be if anyone in a similar 
situation could derive therapeutic value 
from it, or if it’s just one individual’s 
grand artistic statement that everyone 
else is supposed to shut up and absorb 
from a distance. I personally think this 
record is somewhat cool because it’s 
so purple, but I realize your situation 
might be entirely different. BEST 
SONG: “Shut My Mouth.” BEST 
SONG TITLE: “Drugstore Anthem” or 
“And a Bruise Can Come from Good 
Times Too.” FANTASTIC AMAZING 
TRIVIA FACT: This vinyl is seriously 
the purplest vinyl I’ve ever seen in my 
life. Don’t be surprised if they find 
Barney dead at the bottom of the vinyl 
vat. -Rev. Norb (Mpls Ltd.) 


PAVID VERMIN: Cutting Corners: CD 

This jovial, upbeat album had me 
immediately thinking “like a pop 
punk Beatles,” which is on-brand 
because all the song titles are taken 
from Abbey Road. The songs are all 
originals, however, and have nothing 
to do with the Beatles other than the 
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title. This naming convention felt silly 
and playful, which matches the tone 
of the record itself perfectly. Years 
of practice at home recording shine 
too. The record sounds professionally 
recorded while in reality this was 
recorded at home in a basement. 
—Lorien Lamarr (Bloated Kat) 


PEACE TALKS: A Lasting Peace:7" 
Excellent fast and energetic political 
hardcore! The people in this band 
know how ‘to keep the listener 
engaged, As soon as one’s mind might 
begin to wander—boom!—they bust 
out a hype part to bring you back into 
the circle pit. I’m not a musicologist, 
but I’m pretty sure I hear a feedback 
break into a key change?! I’m hooked. 
Fans of Krimewatch, No Love, or the 
eternally missed Libyans: snag this 
record! —Dary] (Cruel Noise) 


PERMANENT COLLECTION: 

Nothing Good Is Normal: LP 

While trying to work out why I hadn’t 
heard of this even thought it’s from 
across the bridge, I discovered it’s 
a solo project by Jason Hendardy, 
so it’s studio business. I also read 
some reviews done by young muso 
journalists who totally missed the 
fucking point bleating about the 
“difficult noise.” Seems like none of 
these fuckers have spent time with 
Loop, Spacemen 3, or the Mary Chain. 
Sure it’s a shimmering blend of noise, 
it’s loose but has direction, kinda like 
what everyone was trying and failing 
to do fifteen years ago on HoZac. This 
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dude nailed it. The cover is really 
great too. I have a feeling this will be 
on the table a lot. Also all profits go 
to Anti Police-Terror Project.... Drug 
music. —-Tim Brooks (Strangeway) 


PERMANENT RESIDUE: Self-titled: CS 
Like something found in a punk 
house basement, Permanent Residue 
is sure to leave a mark on you. 
The Chicago-based band features 
members of Canadian Rifle and Fuck 
You, Idiot. I dug how they were able 
to be both poppy and gritty. Kate 
Manic has a great voice, ranging 
from sweet to snotty, and she plays 
a good harmonica in addition to 
guitar. Rocking out to this is making 
me yearn for the return of basement 
shows in a post-COVID world. —Paul 
J. Comeau (Dead Broke) 


PHORIDS: Blood Money EP: CD 
Hardcore punk from Fort Worth, 
Texas. Kind of an Agnostic Front vibe, 
but truth be told, I like this a bit better. 
These are angry times, and these guys 
are going for it. “Suicide by Cop” is 
the standout track for obvious reasons. 
I was bummed that my CD appears 
to be blank, but at least I can listen 
on Bandcamp. This is good stuff. I 
look forward to hearing more. —Ty 
Stranglehold (Self-released) 


PIE: The Judas Sheep: CD 

All my internet searches describe this 
record as, more or less, a mix of rock, 
pop, folk, et cetera, and I’d go along 
with that. Records like this, with 
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SICK THOUGHTS. 
sit 


less abrasion and more musicianship 
than I normally take my rock’n’roll, 
can be hit or miss for me, and after 
a couple of spins this one started to 
hit and then pretty much stuck. The 
songs have subtle hooks that kept 
me involved in what I was hearing, 
with some bordering on the strange 
and unusual. I particularly liked the 
heartbreaking loveliness of “For the 
Love of Ivy,” clearly influenced by 
Irish folk music. —The Lord Kveldulfr 
(No address listed) 


PINK SIIFU: Negro: CS 

You ever hear some music that 
immediately makes your pits stink? I 
had to change my shirt after I heard 
this frothing expression of rage by 
Pink Siifu. Negro is an experimental 
album that merges breaks of corrosive 
noise, soundbites from black power 
speeches and newsclips about police 
murders of unarmed black people, 
speaker-bludgeoning hardcore, 
haunting soul samples, and deep 
breaths of introspective hip-hop. The 
chaos takes place under a shifting 
blanket of fuzz and distortion, and it 
feels like right now, when there’s no 
middle and people are furious and 
mournful, cooped up and taking to 
the streets. I played this album a lot in 
June, watching protests taking place, 
thinking how resistance had boiled 
from chants of Kendrick Lamar’s “We 
gon’ be alright” to Pink Siifu shredding 
this throat screaming, “White man try 
to take my shit/ tell the police they can 
eat a dick.” —Chris Terry (Ronee) 











PISSER: Crushed Down to Paste: 12” 
Whoever came up with the idea 
of combing a saxophone with a d- 
beat band is a genius. On paper it 
might seem like it wouldn’t work 
but Pi$$er is here to urinate all over 
such misconceptions. It’s a weird 
combination but the saxophone mixes 
well either through staccato bursts or 
sustained notes and manages to push 
songs really well. That being said, the 
basis of the music is gritty, thunderous 
d-beat done extremely well, with 
vocals closer to being intelligible 
than mere grunts. Not a band I’d 
heard before but one that has made 
a favorable impression on me as one 
that stands out from the crowd. —Rich 
Cocksedge (Kibou / SPHC /Cimex / 
Amok / TNS) 


PRE-COG IN THE BUNKER: 

What If?: CD 

Italian garage punky duo singing 
science fiction-influenced songs that 
sometimes give a Sonic Youth vibe 
without really ever sounding like Sonic 
Youth. Primarily guitar, drums, and 
vocals with occasional synths mixed 
in allow the band to keep things raw 
and simple. The songs have melody 
throughout, but with the guitar front 
and center, it really becomes the star. 
—Mark Twistworthy (Sister Raygun) 


PROF. FUZZ 63, THE: Owls: LP 

The Prof. Fuzz 63 are back again with 
another great LP of witty garage rock 
songs which harken a charming lo-fi 
mix of The a — 5 — 
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This is one of those records with 
“earworms” galore—I’ve had the line 
“that owl’s an asshole!” stuck in my 
head for days. This group of songs 
seems darker than their previous 
record, darker in a good way. There 
are covers of Flipper and Tom Waits 
re-imagined in Prof. Fuzz 63 style 
and done really well. This is my 
favorite Prof, Fuzz 63. record yet! 
Recommended! —Mark Twistworthy 
(Sister Raygun) 


PROTOMARTYR: 
Ultimate Success Today: LP 
Protomartyr’s new one is a 


commitment. I don’t say this as a 
pejorative or warning, though it might 
sound like both, or either. Throughout 
the band’s five-album career, frontman 
Joe Casey has grimly  intoned 
dystopian tales of the near future like 
a stuffed-up Mark E. Smith—but now 
those tales seem closer to reality than 
ever before. “Processed by the Boys,” 
on first listen, seems to forecast the 
pandemic, but what it actually predicts 
is the lack of American leadership and 
cooperation around the pandemic, 
with heavy, echoing chords and a 
largely brass-free rhythm section 
pounding out a tidal rhythm. Ultimate 
Success Today is these nightmare 
scenarios mixed with first-person 
specifics. I’ll always root for bands 
that challenge themselves, even if 
they wind up falling flat on their face 
as a result. Here, Protomartyr adds 
squalling horns, gaps, crescendos that 
build on the back catalogue but don’t 
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rest on it—the complete opposite 
of a faceplant. Harrowing, raw, and 
whip-smart, a challenge to listen 
to in the best way. —Michael T. 
Fournier (Domino) 


PUTZ, THE: Rise and Shine: LP 

A contender for best pop punk album 
of 2020, Rise and Shine is the latest 
LP from prolific Indianapolis stalwarts 
The Putz. The traditions started in their 
city by progenitors Sloppy Seconds 
are alive and well in Indy, with The 
Putz delivering quintessential 1990s 
pop punk, informed by the records 
that came before and after that peak 
period. All fourteen of these tracks 
contain instant singalong refrains that 
will stick with you like the Heavenly 
Bodies soundtrack did in the 1980s, the 
difference being that you won’t mind 
these hits rattling around in your head. 
Well-recorded and impeccably mixed, 
Rise and Shine well-replicates the fab 
sound that they’re known for at their 
stellar live shows. Fans of definitive 
pop punk will absolutely adore this 
record. —Art Ettinger (Eccentric Pop) 


QUAKER WEDDING: /n Transit: LP 
Pop punk in the weird drone-chord 
Hiisker Dii/Leatherface mood. Not a 
fan of the super gruff vocals, but the 
songs themselves are great—catchy 
and smart with a lot of ringing guitars. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Salinas) 


QUAKER WEDDING: Jilted Lover: 7" 
My basic ass record player doesn’t 
usually like dealing with a lathe 
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cut record, but hey, this one played 
just fine! If I didn’t know any better 
I’d think this was Jesse Thorson 
shredding his vocal chords on a 
Slow Death b-side. Instead this 
is a three piece out of NYC, with 
Marco from Salinas Records! This 
record is two sweet songs of love 
lost, reminiscing, regret, and self- 
reflection. The A-side is narrated by 
the dumper ina past relationship who 
is second guessing their decision. | 
gotta be honest, it’s really grown up 
and refreshing to hear a song about 
a break-up that’s not about how the 
other person fucked up and ruined 
your life. This one acknowledges the 
joy they shared together over years 
as they admit “even though I’m the 
one who left.” On the flip side is 
a song that describes the opposite 
of my last relationship. Pining for 
a lost relationship by revisiting 
places in Portland, Ore. that you 
shared together? It’s a song I wish 
I could love! But instead it dregs 
up memories of a shitty alcoholic. 
Hah, here I am being that person I 
described at the beginning of this 
review. Personal experiences aside, 
“Where You Used to Live” comes 
off as a very sweet and nostalgic 
display of missing youth instead of 
stalker-y. Maybe you’re raising your 
eyebrow now, but that’s not an easy 
thing to pull off. Just look at years 
of pop punk songs about girls if you 
need a reference point! You like 
Jawbreaker? You’re going to love 
this. —Kayla Greet (Salinas) 
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RAGING NATHANS / DEAD BARS: 
Split: 7” 

This is a great split between two of the 
best current bands belting out heartfelt, 
passionate melodic punk. Dead Bars 
offer one original and have a go at 
covering an already perfect INXS 
song—and do it pretty well, but that’s 
a pretty steep hill to climb. Raging 
Nathans also offer one original as well 
as doing what I think is a reimagined 
version of NOFX song. Add this to the 
pile of great split 7” records that the 
Raging Nathans are part of, because 
this is where it’s at. Mark Twistworthy 
(Rad Girlfriend / Stardumb) 


REAL McKENZIES, THE: 

Beer and Loathing: CD 

Mall punk with Celtic flourishes. 
—Craven Rock (Fat) 


REFLECTORS, THE: First Impression: LP 

It’s interesting that, considering how little 
mainstream success it had, power pop 
still remains a thing. Yet, more than four 
decades past its “golden era,” it’s still 
very much alive and continues to exert an 
influence on underground music. These 
kids are up to their ears in power pop— 
insanely catchy, sugar-hooked ditties 
about unrequited love and the like. Good, 
good stuff that’s both modern sounding 
and true to its predecessors. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Burger) 


REPLY, THE: 

The Complete Collection: 2 x LP 

For the first many years I was into 
punk, my understanding of the 
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Washington DC punk scene from the 
*80s was thoroughly connected with 
everything on Dischord Records. I had 
no idea there were other bands from 
that time period in DC that weren’t 
on Dischord. Then I learned about 
the Slickee Boys and was surprised 
to find out the DC scene perhaps was 
not as small as I thought. I am once 
again surprised to learn of another 
°80s punk band from DC that is new to 
me. The Reply were teenagers during 
their tenure and heavily influenced by 
the likes of The Clash and The Jam. 
Given the timeline I’d be curious if 
The Reply were an influence on Chisel 
or other Ted Leo projects, because I 
hear a good similarity. The Reply’s 
sound is very syrupy and laid-back 
with a good share of mod-influence 
and even some ska (minus the horns). 
It’s eclectic without being rudderless 
and sounds great—it’s clearly had 
a solid re-mastering. If any of the 
aforementioned acts are of interest, 
I'd highly recommend this hidden 
gem. —Kurt Morris (Self-released) 


RESONARS, THE: Extended Play:7" 

Tucson, Ariz.’s pop-psych warlords 
The Resonars are back with a four- 
song E.P. showcasing loads of 
locomotive jangle guitar riffs and 
the band’s signature ethereal vocal 
harmonies. “A Smile and a Promise” 
is a mover framed with a fuzz-bass 
riptide running headlong into a speedy 
cave-beat chorus. The band gets into 
a bit of Mersey sound with “Nobody 
Can Tell You What to Do,” a song 
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that retains the band’s edge while 
presenting a catchy-as-hell chorus. 
I’ve become a big fan over the years. 
If you’re into new psych-inspired 
bands or a Nugget/Pebbles-reveler 
you should check them out. —Billups 
Allen (Hidden Volume) 


RIOT COP: The Violence: CD 

I first heard Portland’s Riot Cop in 
2007 when they put out a split CD 
with the legendary MDC. They also 
put out their own LP around that time, 
but they didn’t reappear in recorded 
form until another split release with 
MDC in 2019, that time a 7”. Now 
Riot Cop is back with a full-length 
CD on Seattle’s Pig Records. This 
collection of fast anti-cop songs was 
released just prior to the worldwide 
movement stemming from __ the 
despicable police murder of George 
Floyd in Minneapolis that changed the 
course of history. Anti-pig music is, 
of course, timeless, yet The Violence 
seems especially relevant during these 
months and months of worldwide 
pleas for a new outlook on law 
enforcement. —Art Ettinger (Pig) 


ROUND EYE: 

Culture Shock Treatment: LP/CD 
Round Eye is still sticking it to the 
man—or to be more correct, that should 
be men—as these Americans based in 
China are attacking two nations rather 
than just the one. The good news is 
that musically the band still has its 
ear attuned to a slightly off-kilter 
sound, which on this, its third album, 
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: Strange 
by Scott Sellers 


has been aided by Mike Watt and Bill 
Stevenson twiddling knobs. The title 
track kicks off the proceedings with a 
musical cacophony before turning into 
a track that wouldn’t be out of place if 
performed by The Dickies. Beyond 
that track there is a Rocket From The 
Crypt saxophone-like drive to many 
songs and also a pretty good cover of 
Captain Beefheart’s “Circumstances.” 
They also cover “Endless Sleep,” 
written in the 1950s by Jody Reynolds, 
and although it’s not the first time it’s 
been re-recorded, I’m sure this will 
stand out as a totally unique attempt. 
A total of fifteen tracks means that 
you get a lot of bang for your buck 
or even your renminbi, depending 
on your currency. —Rich Cocksedge 
(Paper + Plastick) 


SASS: Chew Toy: LP 

The bratty sweetness of Sass tumbles 
between the Breeders and Plan-It X 
with a touch of Dinosaur Jr. thrown 
in, You can feel the hours of work 
that were put into these songs and the 
very clean recording adds to the big 
indie band energy. It is an impressive 
record all the way through. —Liz 
Jones (Mpls Ltd) 


SCHIZOS: Self-titled: LP 

Now this is what I’m talking about; all 
you “nice” punks fucking kick rocks. 
Nashville numbskulls breaking your 
face, stealing your booze, and passing 
out in the front yard. Cover has child 
drawings of split heads, UFO’s with 
legs and dicks. Music sounds like 
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Supercollider 
by Rock Jong IL 
Too punk for the 
metal kids, too metal 
for the punk kids. 


it was recorded in a bucket with so 
much hate and bile it even made me 
feel woozy. They get compared to 
the Reatards and for sure there’s that 
wildness in there, but this band could 
be even more out there. If you fuck 
with current Total Punk records, this 
will be front and center. I can’t even 
imagine what they would be live! 
I'll bet you a case of PBR they ain’t 
never read Razorcake. -Tim Brooks 
(Sweet Time) 


SHITLOAD: Flatten the Curve: CD 

I knew it wouldn’t take long. until 
“pandemic projects” started coming 
in for review. What else are you going 
to do when in lockdown other than 
write and record some songs about 
the fucked up new world we live 
in? As you might have guessed by 
the name of the album, all of these 
songs have to do with aspects of the 
pandemic from social distancing (“Six 
Feet Back”) to loneliness (“I Miss 
My Friends” and “I Need to Get the 
Fuck Out of Here”). Shitload is a one- 
man gindcore project. While I feel 
like it mostly sounds like someone 
screaming over a CD skipping, I can 
really appreciate the sentiment and 
cathartic release. Keep it up, dude! 
~Ty Stranglehold (Paranoize) 


SILICON HEARTBEAT: Self-titled: CS 

Silicon Heartbeat has Beat Happening- 
style deep monotone vocals, bedroom 
synths and pop punk guitars, and 
lyrical themes that come together 
in a super endearing way. The low- 
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fi recording quality holds the songs 
together and adds to the flat, steady 
hum of what is clearly an at-home solo 
project. —Liz Jones (Self-released) 


SLOW DEATH, THE: 

“T'll Be Right Here” b/w “Factory”:7" 
Gruff, melodic pop punk that feels 
centered, generally upbeat, though 
their work: situation could be 
better (“Factory”). Well-executed 
and concise (two songs in maybe 
three and half minutes?), if not 
terribly memorable. —Matt Werts 
(Rad Girlfriend) 


SLOW MASS: 

Music for Ears Vol. 3:7" 

The third in the “Music for Ears” 7” 
series that offer more stripped-down 
glimpses into Slow Mass’ possibilities. 
I’m a sucker for basically anything 
this band does and this 7” is no 
exception. I just find everything they 
do to be so precise and thoughtful, 
music that isn’t self-conscious or 
concerned with performing a certain 
aesthetic. It goes where it goes. I saw 
them perform “Portals to Oakland” 
last time I saw them live and it was 
a really great moment. Mercedes 
stepped away from the microphone 
and asked folks to keep it quiet for 
a while so she could sing and the 
whole room filled with this song. It’s 
gorgeous and simple but captures an 
emotional complexity that’s deeply 
enviable. The second song “Sub 
Yellow” is a haunting, layered, and 
synthesized reworked version of the 
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amazing “Suburban Yellow” from 
2018’s “On Watch.” I can’t help but 
love everything this band does; I 
think it’s a fucking crying shame that 
more people aren’t listening to this 
regularly. -Theresa W. (Landland) 


SMUT: First Kiss: 12” EP 

Raw, feral hardcore from Los. They 
don’t really go full-on thrash, but 
rather ride along at a nice clip with 
an obnoxious-sounding singer and 
simple-yet-potent tunes that would’ ve 
made them rulers of the roost back in, 
say, 1982. Fuck Ups meet The Fix, 
maybe? This is gonna get worn down 
to the nub in short order. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Iron Lung) 


SONGS FOR SNAKES: 

Airspeed Is Everything:7" 

“Oh fuck yeah”—direct quote from 
me once the first song kicked in. 
This hits the same spot for me as 
Criteria or Jawbox. It’s rocking but 
really thoughtful, with some great 
vocal touches and guitar flourishes 
that are about creating an atmosphere 
instead of showing off. It somehow 
doesn’t let up while also holding 
back enough to show that they know 
how to build tension. Both songs are 
pretty great, but I’m partial to “Let 
Them Eat Hate” not only because 
of the righteous turn of phrase that 
doubles as tight social commentary 
but also because of how it works the 
low and high ends. Great oh-oh’s too, 
which get me every time. —Theresa 
W. (Timid Crusher) 
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SOUND, THE: Physical World: 7" 
Half of the much-missed repro punk 
label Sing Sing Records launched 
Reminder Records this year. The 
catalog starts in fifth gear with a real 
ripper: a repress of the rare ’79 single 
from England’s The Sound. Adrian 
Borland started The Sound after The 
Outsiders broke up. The result was a 
colder, more rigid sound in the arena 
of England’s post-punk movement. 
The single opens with “Cold Beat,” 
a song driven by a jumpy guitar 
played over high speed, mechanical 
drums. The sparse drumming creates 
an obsessive swing. Fans of Joy 
Division and Gang Of Four should 
not miss this. Reminder Records 
has three excellent repro singles out 
this very moment covering varying 
segments of the punk rainbow. 
Everything Sing Sing did was gold. 
This new endeavor is definitely 
a label to look out for. —Billups 
Allen (Reminder) 


SPAM RISK: Self-titled: CS 
Devo-esque spastic punk. Like 
a computer virus, this worms its 
way into the back of your brain 
using unusual and unexpected 
methods of entry. A really good 
tape for lo-fi shit. This is smart 
and full of strange twists and turns 
in the songwriting. Not to dismiss 
the hard work of the eponymous 
Spam Risk, but please make a CD 
next time. My computer doesn’t 
have a tape deck. —Gwen Static 
(Self-released) 


SPECIAL MOVES: Little Help: CD 

A true lo-fi indie pop glow shimmers 
on these fuzzy, groovin’ tracks. 
Trapezing between a_ physical 
presence in Olympia, Wash., and the 
stylistic approach of a Northampton 
bong rip in 1988, Little Help 
resonates in all its reflective beauty. 
The sonic kin to four-track demos of 
Candy Apple Grey. Totally fuckin’ 
present. “Thank you pile of CD- 
Rs, for reminding me who we were 
when we were young.” Thank you 
Joshua/Special Moves for being a 
dedicated force in DIY and making 
good music too! —Dary! (Jigsaw) 


SPICE: Self-titled: CD/LP 

Bands and musicians are allowed 
to change in their styles and sound. 
Progression is a good thing and often 
times welcome. Still, I can’t help but 
stand in wonder at the evolution of 
Ross Farrar, the vocalist of Ceremony. 
Seeing them play in a crowded and 
steamy Elks hall a decade ago, it’s 
weird to hear where they are now. Not 
that their new material is bad, but I 
wonder why they just didn’t change 
their name. That said, Farrar has a 
new project, Spice, with Ceremony 
drummer Jake Casarotti and a few 
other folks, which sounds more in 
line with what Ceremony is doing 
nowadays. It’s more indie rock and 
post-punk, with a little influence from 
The Horrors and Fugazi. There are a 
number of great hooks with catchy 
songs. The twenty-six minutes of 
music on these nine songs run that line 
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between being indie pop and hardcore. 
There are a few elements of each but 
it’s very palatable and inoffensive. I 
miss the intensity of what Farrar used 
to bring to his band’s sound and their 
performances. Frankly, I think their 
newer stuff just isn’t up to snuff. 
Spice, however, while a dumb name 
for a band, is that perfect mix and 
seems like a nice bridge between 
old and new Ceremony. —Kurt 
Morris (Dais) 


SPIT KINK: Yes to Everything: 7” 

This lathe cut record offers six 
songs of catchy, synth-heavy, punk- 
influenced songs. While I love the 
idea of anyone being able to press 
their own lathe cut records, the 
quality definitely leaves something 
to be desired. Once I could get it 
to actually play on my turntable— 
beneath the lathe-related static and 
jumping of the record needle— 
there’s absolutely some solid stuff 
here, primarily synths/drums/vocals 
punky goodness. —Mark Twistworthy 
(Feral Kid) 


STARTER JACKETS: 

Fucked It Up for Everyone: 7” 

Four new songs from this band that 
has an ex-member of The Copyrights, 
but you probably already knew that. 
A little punchier than their previous 
record, this is still impossibly poppy 
and sickeningly sweet. This is modern 
power pop/pop punk at the top of its 
game whose only fault is being a 
little too slick at times, but I think 
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that about pretty much everything. 
Good stuff. -Mark Twistworthy (Rad 
Girlfriend / Stardumb) 


STARVING WOLVES: True Fire: LP 
Debut album from Austin’s Starving 
Wolves, the latest project from 
Krum Bums and Casualties singer 
David Rodriguez. While this band 
doesn’t stray too far from the charged 
hardcore punk of those bands, the 
tunes are catchier and more melodic, 
without losing any of the attitude 
and aggression you’d expect from 
this type of punk. However, it’s the 
couple more mid-tempo songs that 
stick with me: “The Cradle and the 
Brave” has a bit of an Oxymoron feel 
to it and “Anthems on Aldrich” has 
the catchiest chorus of the bunch. 
Definitely worth a listen! —Chad 
Williams (Self-released) 


STONETHROWER: Legacies: LP 

From the name of the band I was 
fully expecting an aural metallic 
assault to rain down on me but | 
was wrong. The trio from Dundee 
deals in melodic post-punk, hinting 
at Braid in places but with higher- 
toned, slightly harsher vocals. It also 
reminds me a lot of The Union Ares, 
another Scottish based trio with a 
similar modus operandi. Despite 
the edginess there is an odd sense 
of calm over the eight tracks as the 
guitar jostles with the rhythm section 
to take centre stage. This has grown 
on me quite a lot. -Rich Cocksedge 
(Make That A Take) 
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STOOGES, THE: Live at Goose Lake: 
August 8", 1970: LP 

Given the question: How many times 
can you justify buying the same set 
of Stooges songs? | guess the answer 
from me is “at least one more,” 
because I found myself mechanically 
plunking down another twenty 
dollars for Live at Goose Lake. This 
set was recorded at a disastrous 
music festival in Michigan shortly 
after the recording of Fun House. The 
Goose Lake festival was so infused 
with extra bodies and bad drugs the 
promoter was eventually indicted 
over his incompetent handling of the 
situation. Much later a soundboard 
tape was discovered of The Stooges 
set and it serves as a document of this 
bit of rock history where everyone 
was wasted and freaking out. The 
set has moments of lost sound and 
moments of overdriven Asheton 
rising out of the great fire to deliver 
beautiful versions of the riffs you’ve 
come to love. I enjoy a good bootleg 
and a good story. The price for this 
record is reasonable, having been 
produced with tasteful packaging by a 
proper label. But you and I know this 
is a slab for the fogeys. I could have 
lived without it, but I’m glad I bought 
it. Billups Allen (Third Man) 


STOP WORRYING & LOVE THE BOMB: 
Fake Nature: LP 

Punk rock, emphasis on the latter with 
tons of attitude. They keep the sounds 
and approaches diverse, but never 





going the hardcore route, and infusing 





spirit and humor into some solid 
songs. Jimmy Alvarado (Big Neck) 


STREET JAIL: Self-titled: LP 

This is a five piece satirical band from 
Seattle that runs the gamut of punk 
and its adjacent genres. Made up of 
members from bands such as Tartar 
Control, Burn Burn Burn, and FCON 
to name a few, these guys each come 
with a lengthy musical resume. The 
best way I can describe them is as if 
the website The Hard Times was put 
to song. I’ve seen these guys play a 
show as Boy Scouts complete with a 
pitched tent, campfire, and advice on 
what to do when you see a snake. I’ve 
seen them play as Santa and elves as 
they passed out wrapped gifts to good 
little punks in between songs. They 
know how to have a good ass time and 
write some silly and awesome songs 
to play while doing so. Their song 
“Connor (Was the Coolest Mother 
Fucker in the 8th Grade)” is so great 
and I can’t wait to scream it along 
with my friend Connor at a goofy live 
show one day. Sample lyrics: “Sadie 
Hawkins dance, Connor said FUCK 
THAT!” They dip their toes into 
metal, ska, hardcore, and all over the 
punk pool of subgenres, yet it never 
feels disjointed. I love a good schtick 
and this one is not only awesome, but 
the music is rad too. —Kayla Greet 
(Tiny Dragon) 


STREET WEAPON: Quick to Die:7” 
I imagine that Virginia Beach’s Street 
Weapon sound amazing live. Every riff 








is catchy, and every instrument sounds 
great on this recording, except for the 
vocals. While in general I appreciate 
the echo-y effect on vocals in certain 
recordings, the vocals on Quick to Die 
sound like they’re being yelled out of 
a tin can. It takes the raw intensity of 
the band and drops it down several 
notches. While I will likely check out 
Street Weapon when they tour in a 
post-COVID world, I’m_not likely to 
listen to this record. —Paul J. Comeau 
(Not For The Weak) 


SUN BATHER: 

The Thing from another World: LP 
The first full length by Denmark’s 
Sun Bather, this is a solid rocker and 
includes the almost perfect punk song 
“Anti-Commie” (seriously, | would 
buy this record for that song alone!). 
It features tunes from their previous 
EP (Faret Vild) and two 7’s, and I 
think it’s super fun—and how could 
it not be, with Sun Bather members 
hailing from bands such as Amdi 
Petersens Armé, Gorilla Angreb, No 
Hope For The Kids, Red Dons, Born/ 
Dead, and No More Art (to name 
a few!)? I love Peter Bonneman’s 
voice throughout the record, singing 
in English and Danish. The UFO 
keyboards in “Shouldn’t Have Done 
It” (the spaciness of which actually 
make sense, as I’ve learned that 
Josefine Struckman from No Nose 
was sitting in on that song), the 
thick bass and crime story guitar in 
“777ZZZ,” and the sweetness of the 
guitar in the chorus of “My Dreams” 


give lots of different feels. “Faret 
Vild” reminds me of 50s greasers 
and “Shady Grove” came at me like 
some kind of Western singalong. But 
as mentioned above, “Anti-Commie” 
is the song that really has my heart on 
this record—the guitar intro is perfect 
and it has a surprise slow down that 
picks back up with some manic 
discordance. Makes it nice to live 
in a house rather than an apartment 
so that I don’t worry that maybe 
my neighbors are getting irritated 
because I’ve played the same song 
ten times in a row. Grab it! —Jennifer 
Federico (Hjernespind) 


SWEET REAPER: Closer Still: LP 

In the fall of 2014 a handful of skaters 
who called themselves The Great 
Skate Boys embarked on a skate 
expedition from Seattle to Tijuana 
with the sole goal of drinking some 
margaritas once. they reached their 
destination. When I listen to Sweet 
Reaper I envision panning shots of 
these American heroes bombing hills 
down the back roads of the Western 
states. Determined and inspired by 
goals outside of the rigid, hypothetical 
stepladder to “success,” Sweet Reaper 
play California garage pop for the 
post-trend set. A lifelong dedication 
to something never felt so easy and 
enjoyable to listen to. Let this record 
guide you to the backyard BBQ deep 
down in your heart, the flickering 
bonfire warming your soul and 
lifting your spirits. The world may be 
circling the-drain but Sweet Reaper 





is catching the wake and flipping the 
bird to the goons who got us into this 
mess. ’Tura punx win again! —Daryl 
(Alien Snatch) 


TEENAGE BIGFOOT: Do It or Don’t: CD 
This I loved. Based on the cover art 
of a skateboarding skeleton and the 
band’s name, somehow I thought this 
would be some low-fi basement punk 
with hack musicianship and derivative 
tuneage, which is fine and can be a 
lot of fun, but I’ll be damned if my 
preconceived assumptions weren’t 
all wrong. Shame, deep shame, upon 
me! Teenage Bigfoot fucking rule! 
Were I to hazard a comparison, | 
would suggest that Teenage Bigfoot 
sound like a cross between early 
Verbal Assault and 8 Bark—the epic, 
swirling sonic mass that is the former 
laced with the vocal harmonies of the 
latter. The only disappointment in this 
record is that seven songs is far too 
short for this band, and I want much, 
much more from these guys. —The 
Lord Kveldulfr (Bloated Kat) 


TIANANMEN SQUARES: 

Nothing Can Kill the Grimace: CD 
Tiananmen Squares is one of the 
best band names I’ve encountered 
in a while. They’re from Omaha 
and have been around for about five 
years, wisely waiting till now to 
put out their first full-length. They 
play a very mainline form of punk 
that they themselves call the “epifat 
sound.” It would seem smug to refer 
to it that way as an outsider, but for 





the band to have that level of self- 
awareness is commendable. The 
lyrics are sociopolitical, the bass is 
higher in the mix than is customary 
for this subgenre, and the vocals are 
distinctive enough to set them apart 
from the hordes of other groups 
attempting the same style. All of the 
ingredients are here for breakout 
popularity, including way above- 
average songwriting. You’ll likely be 
hearing this group soon, so why not 
check them out on your own first? 
—Art Ettinger (Self-released) 


TIME THIEVES: Space: CD 
Dare I call this band a supergroup? 
I dare. We’ve got Tim Reynolds 
(Hospital Job, Horrible Things), Annie 
Saunders (This Is My Fist!, Ambition 
Mission, Bullnettle), Jonathan Pool 
(Brickfight), Mike Oberlin (Sass 
Dragons, Treasure Fleet), and Lilly 
Choi. What a might of talent! These 
songs are soft and comforting with a 
sci-fi twinge to them. Maybe it’s the 
fact that the record is called Space 
(though I think it is more about 
physical space than outer space), and 
the awesome synth, but it feels like I 
should be staring at the stars while I 
listen to this. While on my first listen, 
I immediately thought of comparing 
them to Treasure Fleet, as well as 
recognizing Tim’s voice from his other 
projects. They all do a really great job 
of pulling from their previous bands 
in a way that shows a through line, 
but not an overbearing one. These 
elements all mix together very well. 
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Musically, it’s super mellow slow jams 
with piercing guitar solos and striking 
synth melodies. Plus all the members 
besides the drummer contribute to the 
vocals which builds a sweet, ethereal 
sound together. Though it’s really 
hard to pick, I’m going to commit to 
“Message” being my favorite track. 
—Kayla Greet (Anxious And Angry) 


TOMMY AND THE COMMIES: 

Hurtin’ 4 Certain:7" 

Not sure what neo-pagan power 
pop deities the Canadians have 
been praying to all these years, but 
they seem to have Pete Shelley on 
speed dial and the proof is in the 
chémeur. Tommy And The Commies 
released a banger of a debut LP a 
couple years back and this four-cut 
EP is no dip in quality. Automatic 
feels of having a pint and stomping 
around Camdentown. Imagine if the 
Undertones never released a bad song! 
Woah! —Dary] (Slovenly) 


TOTALLY FUCKING GAY: 

Swallow Sperm: CD 

Totally Fucking Gay plays in-your- 
face, pansexual-friendly shock 
tunes. Self-described “as “queer 
sonic rebellion,” the silly lyrics are 
about sexual antics and destroying 
Republicans, while the music is a 
discordant electronic-heavy mix of 
dance beats and punk. This certainly 
isn’t for everyone, but I laughed out 
loud at the audaciousness, particularly 
on the tracks “I Don’t Know Anyone 
Who Is Straight’ and “Marilyn 
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Manson I Will Suck Your Dick.” The 
packaging is as crucial as the contents 
therein, as it’s illustrated by the 
legendary Mike Diana, the only artist 
in American history to successfully 
be convicted of obscenity. The new 
documentary about Mike Diana, 
Boiled Angels, is a must-see. Directed 
by legendary horror film director 
Frank Henenlotter of Basket Case, 
Brain Damage, and Frankenhooker 
fame, Boiled Angels will make your 
blood boil. Those of us who donated 
to the Boiled Angels Kickstarter 
campaign received personal portraits 
of ourselves, drawn by Diana himself, 
a mind numbingly cool perk. Swallow 
Sperm includes an 11 x 17 poster of 
Mike Diana’s Swallow Sperm album 
artwork. Also available are six 7”- 
sized risographs of the different 
sections of the poster. A cool way to 
support both a nifty musical act and 
an important visual artist, check out 
Totally Fucking Gay’s demented 
website for various ordering options. 
—Art Ettinger (Self-released) 


TOUGH AGE: Which Way Am 1?: CD/LP 
While Tough Age declares they’re 
not a punk band, they definitely are 
influenced by it, as well as garage 
rock and surf rock. There’s a nod on 
Which Way Am I? to Eddy Current 
Suppression Ring with the song title, 
“Penny Current Suppression Ring,” 
where singer Penny Clark’s vocals 
range from Kim Gordon to Nico. The 
jangly guitar showcases a big Sonic 
Youth influence, as do other tracks 


MIX, 


on the album including “Patience of 
Mind.” At other times, such as on “My 
Life’s a Joke and I’m Throwing It 
Away” there is a Toys That Kill sound. 
I like the assortment of influences and 
the contrast between singers Penny 
and Jarrett Samson who complement 
one another well. Throughout the 
thirty-six minutes of music on Which 
Way Am I? the vocals and musical 
styles pair together seamlessly. I can 
see a lot of Razorcake readers digging 
this one. —Kurt Morris (Mint) 


UBIK: Next Phase: LP 

Disorienting layers of reverb and 
hard femme dual vocals dominate 
this record that is full of critical 
references to the media, Australian 
politics, and inner turmoil. Prepare 
yourself for the part where they sing 
a line from a Papa Roach song so you 
can move on and appreciate the rest 
of their energetic whirlwind. —Liz 
Jones (Iron Lung) 


UNBORN, THE: 

The Last Man on Earth EP:CS 
Formidable genre-work from Viterbo, 
Italy. Tight playing and well-recorded, 
it’s a clean four songs that include one 
straightforward punk jammer, a Misfits 
cover translated into Italian, and two 
alternative versions of songs that have 
appeared elsewhere, including the 
more ethereal instrumental “Slasher” 
that reminds me of some stuff that 
my dad listened to in the 1980s when 
New Age folks were figuring out 
synthesizing atmospherics, but more 


on the Steve Vai end of the spectrum. 
Not a complaint. I think my favorite 
part of this EP is that the insert notes 
which classic horror film each song 
is inspired by, including “The Last 
Man on Earth” and “Videodrome.” 
Wouldn’t mind if these folks put 
together a soundtrack to one of these 
a la Wizard of Oz / Dark Side of the 
Moon situation. —Theresa W. (Ratgirl) 


UNCIVIL SOCIETY, THE: 

Mutual Aid: CD and booklet 

Gorilla X is back at it. As was the 
case with the Uncivil Society’s 
previous releases, Mutual Aid is 
concept-driven: the biologist Peter 
Kropotkin’s studies on insects 
workingtogetherforsurvival intersect 
musically with the ways musicians 
and bands evolve over time (like 
Mike Watt from The Minutemen to 
fIREHOSE, f’r instance). The twin 
tenets of evolution and cooperation 
first inspired Gorilla X to form 
a mutual aid society in his town 
when quarantine started, and then 
to write Mutual Aid as a reaction 
to everything happening (including 
the murder of George Floyd, which 
happened right as CD booklets were 
going to print). The Uncivil Society 
have a distinct sonic blueprint as 
a through line, but this one is a 
little more trippy and droney than 
previous efforts, a welcome addition. 
Always interesting, thoughtful, and 
inspiring—a sadly rare combination 
these days. Keep ’em coming! 
—Michael T. Fournier (Self-released) 
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lo-fi rock from a north dallas garage 


New album on Sister Raygun Records! 
LP/CD/Cassette/Digital 


Eight tracks 
grinding organ, 
ea! original songs 
other 


full of fuzzy guitars, 
and pounding drums, 
about owls, 
sterling and morrisons, 
shitty treatment of refugees, punk icon 
turns drug-dealing soccer mom, codeine 
dreams, AND covers of Flipper 
Waits! Come get weird with the First 
Family of Fuzz... 
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"Bang me hard! (to get inside)" (2017) 
“Chinese Folk Songs (2015) 


(2019) 


PF63.NET | prof-fuzz63.bandcamp.com 





UNIFORM OPERATOR: 

Kinds of Light: CS 

Uniform Operator from Buffalo N.Y. 
sounds like the kind of band that 
practices a lot but also like they never 
practice and still perform all their songs 
perfectly. Kinds of Light is twelve 
songs of a noisy brand of mid-paced 
guitar-driven rock swimming in hooks 
with just the right amount of melody; 
right up there with contemporary gods 
such as Tenement and Screaming 
Females. Featuring members of Hail 
Mary and John Brown’s Army, so you 
know this ain’t their first rodeo. I’m 
smitten. Juan Espinosa (Peterwalkee 
/ Steak And Cake) 


UNITED MUTATION: 

Dark Self Image: LP 

This collection is a fitting tribute to 
one of D.C.’s most overlooked bands. 
United Mutation played fast and hard 
during the early days of D.C. punk. 
UM’s thrash-velocity hardcore beats 
and gravel-tinged vocals helped 
develop speed in the nation’s capitol. 
This collection compiles tracks 
from recording sessions for several 
of the band’s singles. Songs from 
Fugitive Family and Kyo Ki, and 
Gétterdimmerung 7°s appear on 
the LP along with six previously 
unreleased tracks. That’s twenty-six 
short blasts of furious punk with 
growling vocals the likes of which 
became a standard in punk and grind. 
The album comes with a twenty- 
four page booklet worth the price 
of purchase. The art direction of the 
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band has its own merit. Collage-style 
flyers and album covers evoke the era 
of politically charged punk without 
being derivative. The artwork is 
bleak and often minimalistic without 
using typical imagery. Sci-fi and 
political themes clash for quick jabs 
of sarcastic humor and Reagan-era 
commentary. The whole thing comes 
on quality paper stock. It feels like 
getting an art book in the mail. Radio 
Raheem has produced a nice product: 
a lost document from the early punk 
era with a hint of indecipherable 
transmission from another planet 
mixed in. The band played a lot 
of shows but never traveled much 
out of the D.C. area. Hopefully this 
excellent LP will shine light on a 
criminally underrated band. This is 
one of the most important and full- 
on look-backs to come out in a while. 
Don’t miss this one. —Billups Allen 
(Radio Raheem) 


USELESS 1.D.: 

Get in the Pita Bread Pit: LP 

The world is full-on burning, America 
is an authoritarian state, and I’m 
listening to a re-issued LP of a tour 
CD of fast, hyper-melodic pop punk 
that makes me think of MXPX, and I 
think it might be good? I’m not going 
to listen to this again, but maybe it 
doesn’t matter? If I’m escaping into 
half-remembered teen angst from 
twenty years ago and I feel okay for 
a couple of minutes, I’m just going 
to allow that to happen. —Matt Werts 
(Jerk Off / Ratgirl) 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

A Tribute to Revenge of the 
Psychotronic Man:7"EP 
Longstanding punk stalwarts ROTPM 
called it a day in 2018 and now five 
bands have taken it upon themselves 
to keep that flag flying with their own 
take on tracks by that prolific band. 
It’s hard to outdo a band known for its 
raucous approach, but The Domestics 
and Casual Nausea do a good job 
of taking on the task, with the latter 
providing my favorite track on the 
single in “Fuck the Sea.” Matilda’s 
Scoundrels blend folk with a punk, 
Batwolf offers a muddy-sounding 
blast of anger, and Stéj Snak provides 
the most different version, displaying 
evidence that acoustic guitars do not 
diminish the venom within a song. For 
those unaware of ROTPM, this will 
still stand out as a good punk record 
as all five tracks are worthy of your 
attention. —Rich Cocksedge (Kibou / 
Autonomonster / Toxic Wotsit) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Damaged by Dez:7" EP 

I’m not much a fan of cover songs, 
especially in the world of punk. How 
many bands in the formative years 
mention they started playing as a 
reaction to all the crummy cover bands 
in their town? But that’s a discussion 
for another time and one with a 
higher word count allowance. This is 
a collection of songs that Dez Cadena 
had a hand in when he was part of the 
Four Towels and covered by recent 
bands. The results are varied, as one 


would expect. Maniacal Device turn 
in a good rendition of “Six Pack,” 
Jesse Blankenship countrify “Jealous 
Again,” which is really a country 
song if you stop and think about 
the lyrics and subject matter. Pure 
Heel offer up a deranged version of 
“Damaged 1,” and I appreciate the 
heavy percussion at the start of Vieja 
Estirpe’s cover of “Rise Above.” If 
covers are your thing, and you need 
to hear a slightly different version 
of the readily available Four Towels 
catalog, then you would dig this. 
Cool cover art from Avi Spivak is an 
eye catcher. —Matt Average (Caden 
Records And Cylinders) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

Days of a Quiet Sun: LP 

A collection of recordings from the 
mid/late-1960s to the early-1970s 
from the great state of Virginia, all 
of which were produced by Martin 
Gray, a “local kid” who decided to 
take it upon hisself to record local 
acts. The sonically varied tunes 
here, many previously unreleased— 
deep psych rock, garage rock, blue- 
eyed soul, bluesy acoustic guitar 
instrumentals, and hippie stylings 
are all well represented here—come 
courtesy of The Hazards, The 


Barracudas (not to be confused with 
the English band from a little over 
a decade later), King Edward & His 
B.D.’s, Bernard Smith & Joker’s 
Wild (who drop a head-turning soul 
jam that should’ve torn up 1968’s 
charts and dance floors, but didn’t), 
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Group Nine, Duck Baker, and The 
Bosom Blues Band. Included are 
liner notes written by Gary and a 
download card with bonus tracks. In 
all, a nice collection of obscurities 
that’s a great listen. —Jimmy 
Alvarado (Feel It) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: Kat Music for Kat 
People Vol. 3: Picks of the Litter: CD 
This is excellent. Compilation discs 
are nostalgia for me at this point. 
A mixtape full of wonder that could 
have a band with one good song or a 
band whose album you'll never get 
your hands on; the possibilities are 
endless.. The world feels infinite and 
unknowable. There are some banger 
groups on this comp. Special shout 
out to an alt take for Sloan Peterson’s 
“Tallahassee.” Grab this if you need 
thirty-five songs you have probably 
never heard before. Other highlights: 
Mikey Erg, Notches, Devon Kay 
And The Solutions, Rations, The 
Dopamines... *deep breath* What a 
bargain. -Gwen Static (Bloated Kat, 
bloatedkatrecords.bandcamp.com) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: Kat Music for Kat 
People Vol. 3: Picks of the Litter: CD 

This is a great comp. The liner notes 
claim that the bands included are pop 
punk, and for the most part they are, 
but there’s a lot of blending herein 
into other near subgenres of punk. 
Those who appreciate the Bloated 
Kat catalog will undoubtedly enjoy 
this, and even if one has not listened 
to any of the bands in that stable, this 
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TWO HOUSES/NEW JUNK CITY SPLIT 7" 


RAGING NATHANS - OPPOSITIONAL DEFIANCE LP 


LOOSE BEHAVIOUR - 4 SONGS IN N. CAROLINA 7” EF 







THE DOPAMINES - EXPECT THE WORST LP REIS 
STRANGELIGHT - ADULT THEMES CASSETTE TAPE 


QUINCY PUNK - WE'RE NOT PUNK... LF REISSUE 


HATRABBITS - COGNITIVE DISSIDENTS LP 
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is well worth one’s time and money: 
thirty-six songs, and nearly all of them 
hit the mark (a couple of duds, but so 
it goes). I’m sold, on both this comp 
and this label. -The Lord Kveldulfr 
(Bloated Kat) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS: 

So This Is Progress?:7” Flexi 

The first installment of a photo 
zine/flexi series with more planned 
in the future according to season. 
The flexi leads things off with a 
walloping — hardcore/powerviolence 
number from Forest Fucker from 
Columbus. Up next is Peace Talks 
with a mid tempo hardcore fist to 
the face. Nukkehammer, also from 
Columbus, storm the gates sounding 
like the second coming of Anti 
Cimex. Wounded Paw from Dayton 
berate the shit out of you with a 
stomper reminiscent of early Think I 
Care. Body Farm close the flexi out 
with a pogo/hardcore/thrash ditty 
that would bring the house down 
at any basement show. The photo 
zine is a collection of several bands 
captured live on disposable cameras 
between 2017 through 2019. Some 
of the bands photographed include 9 
Shocks Terror, Iron Lung, Physique, 
Scumraid, Suck Lords, Warthog, and 
Wound Man. The photos are of great 
quality and are presented in a 7” 
booklet format to handily accompany 
the flexi. If the quality herein is 
consistent then I anxiously anticipate 
future issues. —Juan Espinosa (So 
This Is Progress) 
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VARIOUS ARTISTS: Stay Home: CD-R 

There is no way you can say there 
is a positive aspect to this global 
pandemic, but it has been at the very 
least heart-warming to see so many 
artists continuing to do their thing 
while the world crumbles. Take the 
fine folks at Drunk Dial Records. 
They decided that they needed to 
work on a project, so they reached 
out to some of their musician friends 
around the world, asking them to 
record a Ramones song of their choice 
by whatever means they had available 
during the lockdown. The result is a 
sweet little compilation of people 
doing their best to revel in the pure 
three chord joy that is the Ramones. I 
hope a proper release will follow once 
things get sorted out. This is a lot of 
fun. —Ty Stranglehold (Drunk Dial, 
drunkdialrecords.bandcamp.com) 


VAROITUS: Helvetin Hardcore: LP 
The latest addition to Finland’s already 
legendary contributions to the thrash 
hall of fame keeps things much along 
the lines of its predecessors—zippy 
tunes fired straight down the barrel at a 
furious pace. It’s completely unhinged 
and over the top from start to finish, 
delivered in eight short, but potent 
blasts. Helvetin hardcore, indeed. 
—Jimmy Alvarado (Religious Vomit, 
facebook.com/eventhepopevomits) 


VINCAS: Phantasma: LP 

Dark and rhythmically entrancing 
post-punk with a bit of a death rock 
edge. Immediately brings to mind 
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all the miserable splendor brought 
on from listening to nothing but the 
Birthday Party, Depeche Mode, and 
Daughters only to be sucker punched 
by Pissed Jeans. A bit of something 
for everyone who has ever wondered 
what sweet death’s caress will feel 
like. -Juan Espinosa (Learning Curve, 
learningcurverecords.com) 


VOICE OF DOOM: Saint Blaise: CD 

I last visited Voice Of Doom with a 
horror punk 7” a couple years ago. 
This full-length takes the love for 
Mr. Anzalone’s music forward a 
decade into Lucifuge territory. As an 
unabashed fan of Danzig I, II, III and 
4, this record hits that proverbial spot. 
While the man himself has roamed 
the musical wilderness the last two 
and a half decades, Voice Of Doom 
recognizes what made those early 
records so special. Evil Heim has 
himself some pipes and uses them to 
put forward evil melodies reminiscent 
of those classics (with a little Earth 
A.D, thrown in for good measure). 
—Chad Williams (Pyrrhic Victory) 


WESTERN ADDICTION: Frail Bray: CD 
As a band that shares members with 
Dead To Me, Nothington, and Enemy 
You, it should be a no brainer to enjoy 
this band too, right? But the vocals 
are just way too tough guy hardcore 
for me to get into them. If you 
like Fat’s early catalog (like Good 
Riddance), this group is a much more 
grown up version of that skater punk. 
Much angrier and focused, but I’m 
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still not into being screamed at for 
half an hour. They’ ve borrowed from 
hardcore and metal to meld a fast and 
menacing group that inspires circle 
pits and pumped fists that build up to 
the break down. I have to give them 
credit on breaking out of that mold 
by including Darius Koski on viola, 
violin, piano, and tambourine in this 
release on the song “Wildflowers 
of Italy.” Their lyrics are way more 
thoughtful and intelligent than 
your average hardcore band too. 
It’s just not my thing. If you’re 
looking for something to get pissed 
off and rage to, this is it. Even if 
it has to be in your living room 
and not the pit for the time being. 
—Kayla Greet (Fat Wreck) 


WILD ANIMALS: B-sides: 10” 

It’s always good to hear new material 
and different versions of songs from 
a favorite band so this one-sided 
10” ticks both boxes. There are two 
tracks recorded, but unused, for the 
2018 album The Hoax and a version 
of “Interrupted Girl” from that album 
which is subtitled as being an “’80s 
hair metal version.” The latter is a 
great song. It certainly does take on a 
new life, and with the discarded tracks 
it shows that it must have been a 
tough call leaving them off the album. 
I could easily see them fitting in well 
on that record. Both songs feature a 
great indie pop vibe. Love this band, 
love this record. -Rich Cocksedge (La 
Agonia De Vivir / Bcore / Inhumano / 
Pifia / Walking Is Still Honest) 


out NOW! 


The Shivvers-s/t LP/CD . 
Perfect power pop from Milwaukee, WI. 

Their early 80s studio recordings, 

remastered and repackaged. Comes with fo 
large foldout insert andreplica ofthe 


original Shivvers bumper sticker, 


Co-released with Bachelor Records in Austria. 
European customers get it at: bachelorrecords.com 


BOB-s/t LP 





No Direction-s/t LP 

Reissue of the first punk LP from 

Sioux Falls, SD. Originally self-released 

in 1984, Bursting punk/garage rants 
from the frozen tundra of the upper 
Midwest. Comes with large, foldout insert 
with liner notes and unpublished photos. 


The Haskels-s/t LP 





2s & Orders: ReruaiecoresSt-oe or poeneceeeencyteet: com 


Seller ID: jasonreru 


RERUN RECORDS - PO BOX 22472 - SAINT LOUIS, MO 63126-0472 
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Brilliant art-punk/new wave from 

San Francisco 1980-1983. Their complete 
vinyl output remastered and compiled. 
Comes with large, foldout insert with 
interview and unpublished photos. 


nO DIMEETION 





Lost 1979 LP by the original line up of this 
legendary band from Milwaukee, Wi. 
“Workers Rock n Roll” as the band would 
say, Great Punk/Pop/Rock! Comes with 

“1 insert and download with 5 bonus tracks. 
{Released by Splunge Communications, and 
exclusively distributed by Rerun) 


WIPERS: /s This Real?:LP and 7” 

If you don’t already have a copy of 
this absolutely crucial slab, now is 
the time: Jackpot has re-released /s 
This Real? for Record Store Day, 
including a 7” of demos to boot. The 
Wipers are one of those bands who 
cause a pleasant vertigo: any time 
I listen to one of their first three 
records, I think to myself, “Okay, 
this is the best one,” then put on the 
next one and thing the same thing, 
you know? There’s a compelling 
case that this gem of an album, now 
forty years old (!), is not only one 
of the best Wipers records, but the 
best punk records. Taut and driving, 
melodic and snarling, setting the 
stage for everything that came out 
of the Pacific Northwest. Absolutely 
crucial—and on clear vinyl, to boot. 
—Michael T. Fournier (Jackpot) 


WOLFHOUNDS, THE: 

Electric Music: LP/CD 

Sometime in the mid-1980s I heard 
The Wolfhounds’ “Anti-Midas 
Touch” on the John Peel Show. I 
still love that song but for some 
reason I never really followed up 
on the band until recent years. Joy 
of joys, the band has returned and 
Electric Music represents its third 
long player since its reformation. 
This album reflects a band which is 
kicking indie music into a modern 
direction without losing track of its 
roots. There is more anger within the 
lyrics—and even though musically 
it’s a melodious offering—beneath 


od 
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the surface the band creates an 
undertow of noise as a counterpoint. 
It’s hard to pigeonhole Electric 
Music into a specific genre as it’s 
just a bunch of well-written and 
varied songs from the seven-minute, 
relaxed sprawl of “We Don’t Believe 
Anything” to “Song of the Afghan 
Shopkeeper (After Ben Judah)” with 
its bhangra vibe courtesy ofa Punjabi 
MC sample. The Wolfhounds are 
definitely indie’s top dogs. —Rich 
Cocksedge (A Turntable Friend) 


WYLA: Mean: CD 
According to Wyla’s page on 
Bandcamp, Mean was originally 


released in 2018, so I’m not sure why 
it’s coming my way now. Regardless, 
this Asheville, N.C. quartet has a 
sound that is somewhat like early- to 
mid-’90s Dischord bands noodling 
around with prog rock and stuffing 
in some occasional jazziness. 
The record seems continuously to 
threaten to tumble into the world 
of the experimental, but never quite 
gets there. -The Lord Kveldulfr 
(Duck Sauce) 


WYLDLIFE: Year of the Snake: LP 

Honestly, there’s so much to be said 
about this band that it’s tough to begin 
without doing them complete justice. 
Year of the Snake is the latest offering 
from NYC’s not-so-best kept secret, 
and man is it a monster. For those 
unfamiliar, this band is equal parts 
Dolls, Cheap Trick, Hellacopters, 
and Dead Boys, and while those 
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comparisons fall into the same 
category for some, the nuances in 
between them are crucial. Ultimately, 
this band stands out where so many 
fall flat, which sets them far above 
many of their contemporaries. It’s 
a fine line to walk this subgenre 
without ending up reeking of trying 
to be Guns N’ Roses (for better 
or worse), or with a general air of 
inauthenticity. Neither of these things 
are an issue for Wyldlife. Without 
sounding like a cliché, they’re real 
to the core and it shows. The tunes 
are flawless, the musicianship and 
production shine, and Dave Feldman 
may have one of the best rock’n’roll 
voices of the modern age. This latest 
offering is no exception to the rule. 
“Neon Nightmare” may have been 
my top tune of the previous year 
and a track that Hanoi Rocks could 
have written thirty years ago. If you 
don’t already know, get on it. —Steve 
Adamyk (Wicked Cool) 


YEARNERS: 2020 EP: CS 

Three songs of lo-fi pop kinda stuff 
is what is on offer here. Has a bit of 
a college rock feel to it, like there 
are big Bob Mould fans in the band. 
HoZac records fans would likely 
really like what this band is laying 
down. —Mike Frame (Dirt Cult) 


Check out razorcake.org 
for nineteen years of 
record reviews. 
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BANG! That's Self-Defense by Steele, free PDE, $12, print, 82” x 542”, color copied. 
“A chapbook about fighting back.” Put out in the wake of what became the 
recent global uprising (you might have heard about that), these poems ask us to 
keep going. Not keep on writing, necessarily, or keep reading poems, but keep 
stealing what we can and sharing it, fighting the fights that need to be fought. 
Galvanizing, at times tender, and others vicious, they remind us: “We’re at war.” 
By tender I do not mean that these are gentle poems; no, they are brutal, but 
anyone who was out this summer knows that there is an immense tenderness to 
militant action. All proceeds from this chapbook go to BIPOC in the Shenandoah 
Valley who want to arm themselves for self-defense. Do yourself a favor and 
read it. jimmy cooper (gumroad.com/laborseller, @laborseller on twitter) 


BEHIND THE ZINES #10, $3, 512” x 842”, copied, 40 pgs. 

This issue features Razorcake editor Todd Taylor. Behind the Zines collects 
perspectives on zinemaking and associated foibles. Zinesters sure do love to 
talk about zines! Visually, it’s very true to classic form, just with printed text 
instead of typewritten/handwritten/stamped/whatever. I’m immediately swayed 
by anything cut-and-paste, because it takes more commitment and determination. 
than its digital counterpart. It’s nice to know there are still manifestations of some 
kind of physical yet disparate zine community, especially during the pandemic. 
Zine culture has always been about bridging social gaps, whether that be through 
mail, penpalling, or even the simple act of putting a voice out into the dark. If 
we have always been disparate, perhaps we can make do now, so long as the 
post office exists tomorrow. Case in point: zinesters do love to talk about zines. 
—jimmy cooper (iknowbilly@gmail.com) 


BIG TAKEOVER, THE #86, $5.99, 8%4” x 11”, glossy, 152 pgs. 

I can’t believe The Big Takeover has been around for forty years! What started 
as a typed-up photocopied rag in New York City is now a glossy legit magazine 
published twice a year. In high school and college, in the days before the internet, 
I used to go to Borders or Barnes & Noble and sit in their café with a stack 
of music magazines. While I read such things as Maximum Rock’n’roll, 1 also 
included in that pile the latest copy of The Big Takeover. That’s why it’s so great 
to see it’s still going and published with such good quality. There isn’t anything 
particularly unique about this 40" anniversary issue. But there are interviews 
with Bob Pollard, David Yow, Brian James, and Peter Laughner, amongst others. 
There is still a plethora of music reviews and just like when I was a teenager I 
found some new albums I now want to check out. While Borders is no longer 
around and I never visit Barnes & Noble, it was still good to sit down and read 
this issue of The Big Takeover and see it’s still going strong. —Kurt Morris (356 
4" St. 2" Floor, Brooklyn, NY 11215) 


BLACK DOTS: AN AFROPUNK PRIMER, $2, 22” x 5%”, copied, 8 pgs. 
Writer/musician Chris Murdoch converted a presentation of Afropunk into this 
one-sheet pamphlet. As the title implies, much discussion of Black punk rock 
tends to focus on the Bad Brains. Here, Murdoch shines a light on crucial but 
less-well known Black punks, like Bubba Dupree of Void, Toni Young of Red 
C, and Chuck Treece of McRad. The tiny print and format deliver a surprising 
amount of well-written information in a tiny space—totally econo. Essential 
stuff. —Michael T. Fournier (check pentagon.black for ordering info) 


CHICAGO GETS 4 STARS HISTORY #1, $3, 81%” x 5%”, copied, 20 pgs. 

There’s a lot in here for history buffs and Chicago buffs and if you happen to be 
both, you’ll be happier than a pig in shit. It was Joe’s love of Chicago that had 
him put this volume of the city’s lore together and in it you'll find pieces on the 
Lager Beer Riot, the early Chi-town punk scene, the times the Chicago River 
caught fire, and the tragic and deadly Iroquois Theater fire. There are also articles 
about stuff that Chicago likes to take ownership over, like Schlitz Beer, the 





jibarito (a hometown concocted sandwich) and early Chicago punk like Naked 
Raygun and The Effigies. My favorite piece was the one on anarchist Louis 
Lingg. Taken prisoner at the Haymarket Riots while fighting for the eight-hour 
workday, Lingg blew a blasting cap in his mouth in his cell, preferring to take his 
own life than to dying at the hands of the state. -Craven Rock (Joe Mason, 2040 
W. Homer St., Apt. 2, Chicago, IL 60647, eelobrien@gmail.com) 


CREATIOACTIVITY by Guenther & Anderson, $10, 8%” x7”, perfect bound. 
This is a sweet set of interviews with fourteen folks who were on a tour starting 
in Philly and ending in Minneapolis. The interviews largely focus on songwriting 
and coming to it. It’s cool to see so many different takes on the same story—a 
story many of us are quite familiar with—and have it be so personal and touching. 
The process of becoming a musician is crucial to punk, yet often experienced 
alone. This zine gets at some of the isolation that breeds musicians in this way, 
but also the beauty in someone handing you a guitar and telling you that you can 
do it, it’s easy. I like the comparisons and contrasts that a forced collection like 
this—that is, all people who are on the same tour—rather than a curated group, 
chosen perhaps for specific similarities, can offer. Creatioactivity is also nicely 
produced: glossy and perfect-bound, they did it right on this one. jimmy cooper 
(Creatioactivity, 2008 Ivy St. Chattanooga, TN 37404, @roldie_fingers or 
@jackieblue1385 on Instagram) 


DEEP FRIED ZINE MPLS #18, $1, 84” x 5%”, 20 pgs. 

Well, we all love junk food. Deep Fried is an amusing combo of junk food 
(this issue, movie theater food specifically) and music content in my very own 
city of Minneapolis. Tasty, bite-size meditations on the drive-in, Prince’s private 
viewing sessions, Dunkaroos, ALF, and the ol’ popcorn trick sure make me 
miss going to the movies. The imagery is cool and sourced from all over, some 
drawn, some (digitally) cut-and-pasted—I particularly like the vintage fast food 
matchbooks collected for your viewing pleasure in this issue. The band interviews 
are succinct and do the job. Nothing like keepin’ it playful, and Deep Fried does 
just that. jimmy cooper (2901 Yosemite Ave. S, MPLS, MN 55416) 


DEMYSTIFICATION #2, $10, 8%” x 11”, printed, 64 pgs. 

I’m a little late to the party here, as this one came out back in September last 
year, but it’s so good that I had to mention it. Demystification is nuts! Ambrose 
and Paula love hardcore, as reflected by articles on the Air Max 95’s place in the 
scene, Warthog’s photo tour diary, and reviews of different camouflage patterns. 
This isn’t to say that the zine’s focus is narrow, though. Interviews with deep 
house musician Dreamscape and installation artist Diamond Stingily add breadth 
and depth not normally seen in hardcore zines. The writing throughout is funny 
and inviting, and the full-color printing is gorgeous. Rewarding and inspiring. 
—Michael T. Fournier (demystificationusa@gmail.com) 


DOUBLE DIGEST #2, DETECTIVE!, $6, 5” x 7/2”, 2-color copied, 24 pgs. 

Back in issue #111, I reviewed Pete Faecke’s first Double Digest, a comic 
collaboration themed around westerns. This one takes on the subject of old 
gristly detectives. Faecke’s story The Big Love Triangle, stars detective Ira Hurt, 
a shlubby, wide man who sucks down a lot of Pepto Bismol. He is hired to help 
a long-faced woman named Bev Early find her missing roommate. When they 
find her charred remains in a seedy hotel, it’s time to hit up all of her previous 
romances. Despite the subject matter, it’s a very absurd and silly story. The 
art does a good job mimicking early pulp comics while still making it very 
cartoonish. The flipside is a comic called Cryonic Pain written and drawn by 
Drew Lerman. It stars a bearded Sherlock Holmes type, Detective Dav, and his 
little pink blobby pal, Dr. Roy. Our heroes hunt down a cryogenically frozen 
body that escaped its chamber. They find his crumpled re-animated body and 
a very important flatworm. The drawings are pretty funny and it has some low 


brow charm like a Ren & Stimpy cartoon. It’s printed nicely with black and 
Pepto-pink. Looking forward to the possibility of Double Digest... in Space! 
-Rick V. (p.e.faecke@gmail.com, thestinkhole.storenvy.com) 


FLUKE #18, $5 ppd., 5%” x 8 2”, copied, 54 pgs. 

Longtime readers of Fluke know the focus of this fantastic zine is a Venn 
diagram of punk rock, Little Rock regionalism, and graffiti. The thing that makes 
Matthew Thompson’s zine so fantastic is the way he approaches his interests 
with new angles. This time around, he interviews author Susan A. Phillips on 
her expansive history of Los Angeles graffiti. Gary Floyd of the Dicks returns 
for another interview, and longtime San Pedro scene stalwart Linda Kite 
writes a fantastic essay on a series of unorthodox destination punk rock shows 
recently spotlighted in Stuart Swezey’s film Desolation Center, plus essays on 
skateboarding, squats, and artwork by Nxoeed. Always informative, always a 
pleasure to read. Michael T. Fournier (PO Box, 1547 Phoenix, AZ 85001) 


GUARDARLA, $9, 512” x 8”, laser, 40 pgs. 

These are some of my favorite zines—photo zines that put us in intimate place of 
family. Here, we are in new partner territory, where the family tries to embarrass 
with a photo album. Guardarla is a series of family portraits and snapshots 
which give a glimpse of a moment from somewhere around 1974 to 1988 (?'m 


LAUDERDALE DREAMS $?, 8'4” x 10%”, laser, 14 pgs. 

I’ve never done acid. It’s not like I specifically went out of my way to 
get out of doing it, I just never did. Still, stories like the career of Syd 
Barrett or this zine are reasons I really don’t mind that I’ve never done 
it. This zine is a set of “dreams” in comic vignettes, drawn in the style of 
outsider art and teeming with slightly unnerving visuals. My kinda thing. 
If you missed acid from staying inside this whole time from quarantine, 
this might be a good replacement. —-Iggy Nicklbottum (Alexis Avena, 
instagram.com/avenalexis) 


NOT IT, $3, 5%” x 8”, laser, 16 pgs. 

A title and cover parody of Alexa Chung’s /f, Not It, is a perzine by local comic 
writer Alex Chung who frequently gets tweeted at from Alexa Chung fans. It’s 
not about that at all, mind you, it’s a legit perzine of a dude who lives his life in 
the comics genre as a fan. Its stories range from uncomfortableness, to pettiness 
turned to appreciation, to my favorite thing ever: making fun of nerds, Perzines 
can be quite dry and boring, but this quick perzine was entertaining and quite 
well-written. The best stories were the one about the annoying, stoned nerd and 
the one about how he wanted to buy a leather jacket because of Cyclops from 
°90s X-Men. Buy pleather, man. It’s cheaper. -Iggy Nicklbottum (Alex Chung, 
instagram.com/alexchung) 
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guessing). You can live in their moments and be a Latino from forty years ago 
without the shock of being forty years older at this very moment. These photo 
zines aren’t for everyone, since they’re not “art” or “project” photography, but 
memory instead. You can place yourself in them, with the help of the inscriptions 
on the back, or with your own tattered memories attached to each image. Pretend, 
if you want, that you had a great family life and these are fond memories instead 
of the harsh and sad reality. Iggy Nicklbottum (Jess Castillo, jesscastillo.com) 


HARRY POTTER L.A.M.E. (Lego and Move Experience), $7, 8/2” x 5¥2”, 52 pgs. 
If you’ve ever wanted someone to give you a monologue about their 
personal journey through each and every one of the Harry Potter movies and 
Lego games, then you may be in the right place. This may be particularly 
lucrative for you if you have never read the books. Recent J.K. Rowling 
TERF fuckery aside, personally, I divested from Harry Potter as a way of 
life when I was about old enough to theoretically go to wizarding school. 
I like zines that are dedicated to their project, though, and Harry Potter 
L.A.ME. is certainly dedicated to its project. —jimmy cooper (Trashy 
Dreams on Storenvy or Etsy) 


INCOMPLETE HISTORY OF LONG GONE PUNK VENUES 

IN BOSTON FROM 2000 TO 2015, AN, $10, 5%” x 8%”, 40 pgs. 

Boston scene guy Chris Strunk chronicles basements, halls, houses, and other 
semi- or outright illegal show spots. No zine like this can ever be complete, 
as Chris notes, but it’s pretty darn thorough despite the obvious pitfalls. 
(I do have to say, though, some of the Allston shows are misidentified as 
being in Lower Allston: L.A. is on the other side of the Mass Pike, over the 
footbridge. Okay, I’ll stop now.) Memories of specific shows throughout the 
era add color to the listings for folks who live out of town and might not 
know the venues in question. Some great photos by Jonah Livingston and 
thee Al Quint, too. Every town should have a zine like this devoted to it. 
—Michael T. Fournier (timdevin.com) : 


JURASSIC ZINE #3, $4, 8%2”x 5%”, black and white, 20 pgs. 

This issue of Jurassic Zine continues the saga of dinosaur facts and 
phenomena started by the first two issues. If you’ve ever wondered what the 
Jurassic World live arena tour was like, this zine is for you (no, seriously, it 
includes a review of the show). It also includes a snarky retroactive review 
of Jurassic World. Pretty fun stuff. —jimmy cooper (Trashy Dreams on 
Storenvy or Etsy) 


NOT MY SMALL DAIRY: $6.50, 8 %” x 5%”, black and white, 136 pgs. 

Not My Small Diary is one of those things that is pretty much always perfect. It’s 
collaborative nature and thematic renditions allow for a wide swath of delivery 
on a core premise, and it’s hard to walk away disappointed. NMSD #20 is no 
exception. Awesome cover by one Ben Snakepit (Hi, Ben! Hope California’s 
treating you alright!) and contributions from so many cartoonists, I can’t imagine 
you’ve managed to avoid all of them before now. Recommend, as always. 
—Gwen Static (Delaine Derry Green, mysmallwebpage.com) 


OUT FROM THE VOID #3, $?, 842” x 52”, copied, 30 pgs. 

Did you know that approximately two thousand people go missing every day 
in the United States? Most of those people are found but there are a number 
who simply disappear. Families are left waiting for years and even decades for 
a phone call that never comes or a body that is never discovered. This issue of 
Out from the Void explores some of the mentally ill individuals in Eugene, Ore., 
who are missing. The main individual the author focuses on is a woman named 
Judy Ann Parker. After having a psychotic break in December 2016 at the age 
of seventy-two, she left home and hasn’t been seen since. The author explores 
Parker’s life and how she got to the point where she disappeared, as well as the 
search for her, There are also short accounts of five other individuals who are 
missing. Two other articles are about mental health, prison, and homelessness. 

While it’s some heavy subject matter, it’s written with sensitivity and maturity. If 
these are subjects that pique your interest, this issue of Out from the Void is worth 
your time. —Kurt Morris (outfromthevoid@yahoo.com) 


PASAZER #36, 25zt, 8” x 11”, printed, 212 pgs. 

No joke, this is the thickest zine I think I’ve ever seen in my life. It’s like twice as 
thick as Razorcake! It’s obviously a bad time to be a tree! As for the content, well, 
you’ll thrill to Art Jagodka’s latest column, entitled DLACZEGO BIEGNIEMY 
SZYBCIEJ NIZ KEIDYKOLWIEK, A LICZNIK STOI W MIEJSCU?, not to 
mention bathing in the righteous fury of ZNOTATNIKA EKOLOGISTY! If you're 
anything like me, you’ll be running around like a chicken with its head cut off 
wondering what you missed in the last two issues after DLACZEGO SWIAT 
POTRVUJW PUNKOW vol. 3, and who could ever forget the well-documented 
majesty of ANARCHIA W PLENERZE CZYLI PUNKOWE FESTIWALE 2019? 
Believe you me, I’m still marveling at the table of contents, which lists the 
interviews with 1125, 105 Lux, Anti-System, Battalion Zoska, Booze And Glory, 
Bunkier, Deez Nuts, Comeback Kid, Eye For An Eye, Fertile Hump, Foreign 
Legion, Flogging Molly, Gimp Fist, KMKZ, Hank Von Hell, In Evil Hour, Jad, 


PRAZORCAKE 105 


QHOPLIFTERS 


Literarture 


Ast 


Photouraphy 


Shopllifters.store 
DESO ne 


@shoplifterss 


Mn) 


DENVOIDPT.2 


A Collection of Tales & Images from 
The Colorado Punk Scene 1988-1996 
BY BOR ROB MEDINA & SONNY KAY 


A 320 page 

visual odyssey of 
iret (Mm ie 
featuring: 

bands 

record labels 

artists 
entrepreneurs 
photographers 
promoters 

Grammy nominees 
Cert ele] 

and media influencers 


http://bobrobart.bigcartel.com 


SALVATION 
YEAR OF THE FLY LP/CD 


SALVATION 
ROYAL FUCKS LP ito to 100 


STILLWELL 
DON’T FACE A PROBLEM... 
BURN IT LP cro To 100 





Mamusiu Ratuj, Mahones, Moira, Mnoda, One Way System, Paranoid Visions, 
Refused, Janusz Reichel, Satanic Surfers, Schrottersburg, Sheer Terror, Skorupa, 
Slime, Sucker, Szambo, Szumkot, Tasiemka, Venta Quemada, and so much 
more, which all appear in the zine in alphabetical order! Then you’ll notice that 
Comeback Kid and Deez Nuts should have swapped positions, and you'll wonder 
if there truly is a god! The whole shebang wraps up with a full twenty-five pages of 
recenzje, so don’t tell me you can’t find any good records these days! There’s also a 
twenty-four band CD included, in case the 212 pages left you vaguely unsatisfied. 
Oh, I may have not mentioned this, but the zine is entirely in Polish. You betcha 
dupa! -Rev. Norb (PO Box 42, 39-201 Debica 3, Poland. pasazer@pasazer.pl) 


RELATIONSHIP GOALS, $8?, 52” x 8”, Laser, 12 pgs. 

Have you ever been deep into someone, both in love and genital-y? If you’re 
anything like me, your relationships are complicated and gross. Nicolette 
Woods’s comic zine explores the small moments in dating and loving, from those 
moments when you realize how your kink is in direct opposition to your ardent 
beliefs, to watching Spongebob for the millionth time with your significant other 
so you can make out. The art style rotates from clean to messy, and the panel 
layouts are dynamic. Check this one out. Also, I love that the characters look like 
Scooter from the Muppets if he fucked (because Scooter definitely doesn’t fuck). 
Iggy Nicklbottum (Nicolette Wood, instagram.com/nicosprinklesart) 


Anti-Lam Front, Declive Repunknante, Gnar Jar, Gumiho, Kentucky 
Kings, Missratched, Rexurgir, Sundown Superhero, and Wargasm Istanbul. 
Fascinating articles include a guide to rock music from Papua New Guinea, 
DIY folk punk, swing in Nazi Germany, and punk from Aruba. Reviews 
include Rixe, Condor, and a special section for bands from the States. This 
spirited and engaging effort is loaded with beautiful photographs, and it’s 
also available for download. It’s highly recommended for those interested 
in having their eyes and ears opened to a slew of new international bands. 
—Art Ettinger (kamillentee.waldesruh@web.de) 


TRUST #201: €3.50, 11” x 8%”, printed, 68 pgs. 

In grade school, I took two years of German. At the age of thirty, besides the 
opening line of the Spongebob theme song and random sentences memorized for 
various class projects, my German is limited to recognizing very basic words. 
All of this is to say that Trust is a beautifully laid out magazine with a wonderful 
design aesthetic, and I can only read about three percent of what its printed in 
the magazine. They sure like punk music! I bet they have interesting things to 
say about it! Sorry, I’m a dumb American who only speaks one language. Long 
live Trust. Keep fighting the good fight. -Gwen Static (Trust, Postfach 11 07 62, 
28087 Bremen, Germany) 
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SMALL PANTS BIG WHEELS #1, $5, 812” x 512”, glossy color, 16 pgs. 
Razorcake contributor Rick V produced this slick, glossy, color comic zine 
that shows how he got into skateboarding as a kid. What makes it interesting 
is that he wasn’t one of the cool skateboard kids but instead was an outcast 
among skaters, which is weird since most of them are already outcasts. Rick 
also writes about getting his first skateboard and skating ramps and down the 
street. You may have seen Rick’s comics on the Wednesday Webcomics series 
on Razorcake social media, and if not, you should check it out because itll 
give you an idea of the drawing style. It’s kind of crude but endearing, too. 
The artwork gave a good impression of the energy and excitement Rick had as 
a kid discovering skateboarding. This is Rick’s first multi-paged comic and it 
took him almost a year to complete. My only complaint is I wish it was longer. 
Hopefully it doesn’t take him another year to get out the next issue! —Kurt 
Morris (itsmerickv.storenvy.com) 


SUBTERRAIN #85, $7, 61%” x 9”, full color printed, 100 pgs. 

I wish I had more time to dig into this. The content is dense and massive, and I 
could have chewed on this issue of Sub Terrain for a month or so... Unfortunately, 
due to bestiality enthusiast Louis DeJoy’s intentional crippling of the USPS in 
attempt to sway the upcoming election, this one showed up about a month late 
(and about forty hours shy of my already-extended review deadline). Straight 
outta Canada, SubTerrain is not as much a zine as it is an overdriven literary 
magazine: poetry, fiction, editorials, book reviews (which make my own look 
like reluctantly completed middle school book reports), and art. The fiction 
has an artistic/poetic lean to it—not something I would normally seek out but 
extremely intriguing and well-done. The layout is beautiful, with full color pages 
that are packed with text but still exciting and colorful. The list of contributors 
and their credentials is epic and way more impressive than the References 
section of my job resume. This issue has an artificial intelligence/sci-fi theme, 
which is reflected in the mind-blowing futuristic cover art. Although SubTerrain 
is a heavier read than most zines, it is just as fun and subversive (“subversive” 
despite being funded by the Canadian government—imagine that, America.). 
—Buddha (SubTerrain Magazine, PO Box 3008 Main Post Office, Vancouver, 
BC, V6B 3X5, Canada, subter@portal.ca) 


SWINGKID FANZINE #6, “choose yourself a fair price,” offset, 8!” x 1134”, 66 pgs. 

This bilingual German/English zine covers music and politics, with a focus 
on punk from as many different parts of the world as possible. The interviews 
are with subjects you probably haven’t heard of, like A World Divided, 


WIPEOUT #6 DUNGEONS AND HALLOWEEN, 

$15, 64” x 8”, Risograph printed, 200+ pgs. 

A collection of comics themed around dungeon crawling and Halloween by 
nineteen different comic creators. This thick lil’ book is beautifully printed and 
put together. The comics and illustrations range from extreme amateur to mega- 
talented people. Highlights include a comic illustrated by Julia Illana written by 
children, a Halloweenie story song by Serena Lincoln, and a mostly dialogue- 
less stumpy little knight adventure by Claire Connelly. Spread throughout there 
are little pocket-sized comics bound into the collection. You know those little 
colorful bags of fruit Tootsie Rolls? It’s like that in book form. If you dig fantasy, 
goblins, pretty colors, and the absurd, you want this big boy your shelf. —Rick V. 
(wipeoutstore.storenvy.com) 


WOMEN IN SOUND #7, $5 ppd., 542” x 8%”, copied, 48 pgs. 

This zine is “dedicated to women and non-binary people in all areas of live and 
recorded sound.” I found some back issues right as the pandemic started and 
was impressed with the interviews and articles therein. In this new issue, like 
everyone else, editor Madeline and her crew struggle with COVID-19—making 
it especially inspiring that one of the best pieces to be found here discusses 
positivity in the music industry. In a great piece, musician/writer Rene Kladzyk 
says being negative on social media “discounts details, context and nuance” and 
“robs us of our self-determination, one post at a time.” In addition, articles about 
inclusivity, mixer basics, and interviews with, among others, Bandcamp Daily 
editor/excellent human being Jes Skolnik. Rocketing to the top of my must-read 
list. Michael T. Fournier (womeninsound.com) 


ZINE, free, 542” x 8”, copied, 8 pgs. 

This is dedicated to all the zines I have in a pile that are all named “Zine” or 
“The Zine.” Thank you for your lack of imagination and for helping me with 
my kindling. I probably have eight or more of these in my stash, and all of them 
are trash or mediocre. If you’re not even going to put any effort, why try at all? 
What was the point, and why are there so many shitty zines like this? There 
seems to be less effort in these zines than a baby crapping itself. Zines are forms 
of expression, and you could have expressed anything inside your own heart and 
soul. It could have been your moment for emotional release, or a way to finally 
be heard. Instead, you chose to make a zine for absolutely no reason. For that, I 
hate you. Iggy Nicklbottum (Some People) 
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Ant Queen & The Bounty Hunter, The 
By Bethy Squires, 240 pgs. 

It’s sometime in the future. Planets are ruled by monarchies or just the very 
wealthy. A virus is sweeping the galaxy that turns your brain into mush slowly 
and eventually turns your whole body into mush... not so slowly. The story’s 
protagonist (if you could call her that) is Dot, a smooth-talking, hard-drinking, 
wise-cracking, scam-plotting bounty hunter. She comes across a bounty that 
could potentially save the universe, which she could care less about. 

Without a vessel, she heads to a discount ship lot and comes across an Ant 
Queen, a discontinued series of ship where a human donor body was used in its 
construction. They were pulled from the market because the ships eventually 
killed its pilot, crew, and potentially anybody else around. Dot gets to know her 
hypothetically homicidal ship and gives her the name Rosalie. 

Rosalie has no memory of her former life and is real kooky. She’s 
hyper, very friendly, and a little sad. It is, after all, her first go at space since 
being impounded when most other Ant Queens were burning people up. I 


Child Star 
By Brian “Box” Brown, 230 pgs. 

Box Brown has done comic biographies about Andre the Giant, Tetris, 
Marijuana, and Andy Kaufman. In his new book, he tackles the life of 
child star Owen Eugene. You may be familiar with Owen Eugene in his 
role as Keaton in the ’80s sitcom Everyone's Friend where he spouted his 
catchphrase “I don’t understand...” far too many times. 

If that doesn’t sound familiar at all, don’t worry. He’s not real. This is 


j Box Brown’s first piece of long-form fiction. I hope all of you will learn to 


forgive me for attempting to pull a fast one. 

However, Owen Eugene is not completely made up. His story has 
little bits and pieces of kids like Gary Coleman, Macaulay Culkin, Michael 
J. Fox, Cory Feldman, and the likes. The comic reads like a made-for- 
TV documentary about Owen Eugene. Using interviews, news articles, 
and archive footage we get to see the highs and lows of Owen’s life. His 
growth was stunted due to illness at a young age so he was always able 
to play younger than he looked. Sure, this was great when you're a kid, 
but not so much when you’re trying to get acting jobs as an adult. Later 
in life, Eugene was often typecast playing himself or working in “I don’t 
understand...” somehow. 

Within the book, we get bits and pieces of whole episodes of Everyone s 
Friend, including the episodes where Keaton brings a knife to school and 
the one where Nancy Reagan forced her way in to tell kids to “Just Say No.” 
We see scenes of Eugene’s made-for-TV movies and the cult classic Camp 
Christmas. Since Eugene is never interviewed. we only hear from his co- 
stars, parents, and ex-wives. 

For those unfamiliar with Box Brown’s style, it’s definitely worth 
looking at. He doesn’t get insanely detailed, giving it a very tidy and boxy 
look. I don’t know how to explain it, but his style is his own. 

In all, the book is funny, tragic, and a delight to look at. I know Box 
Brown’s next project is another biography, so this might have been a one-off 
effort at doing fiction. Let’s hope it’s not and his next work of fiction focuses 
on Dinger, the alien puppet that appears in a single panel of the book. —Rick 
V. (First Second firstsecondbooks.com) 


In on the Killtaker 
By Joe Gross, 167 pgs. 

It seems to be hit or miss with the 33 1/3 series that digs deep into 
cherished records. Some have been fantastic, while a handful have been 
almost unbearable and totally off the wall, to boot. Luckily, this one was 


A hilarious patriarchy-smashing sci-fi romp. 


often imagined Rosalie as Gir, the dumb little robot on the show Invader 
Zim. Except Rosalie is far more dependable, resilient, smart—and to my 
knowledge—not obsessed with junk food. 

The duo travel through space and time (accidentally), Dot lands 
on planets to shake down leads and sneak around castles, casinos, and 
hunting lodges while “Roz” is usually in orbit and present through the com 
system. Things get hairy when Dot contracts the virus after seeing several 
billionaires explode and even more hairy when her bounty seems a little 
too easy to track down. 

This is an extremely funny book. The characters are all pretty wit- 
filled and Dot’s cynical inner monologue keeps your attention. The book 
was released before the global COVID-19 pandemic took a real hold. There 
are plenty of works of science fiction about pandemics to compare to the 
current one, but there is a scene where Dot ponders taking off her protective 
gear—possibly spreading the virus to everyone around her—just so she can 
eat a piece of cake. That is a very accidental bit of satire on how people are 
acting in our country. 

The cover should be mentioned. It was done by illustrator/printmaker Izzy 
Jarvis and it’s a great homage to discount sci-fi novel covers written in the ’60s 
and ’70s. You know, the ones you find in stinky boxes at garage sales. 

The beginning of the book starts a bit slow, but once it gets going, it 
takes you on a hilarious patriarchy-smashing sci-fi romp that you will blast 
through quickly. A definite must-read during your quarantine. —Rick V. 
(F.L.N.E. Editions fineeditions.org) 


—Rick V. | The Ant Queen & The Bounty Hunter 


on target. Although my first thought when I picked up it up was, “Why not 
Repeater?” The author seems to agree with me at one point, confirming 
that song-wise Repeater is devoid of filler (see what I did there?). But 
in terms of expanding the band’s sound, Killtaker lives up to the billing. 
All of the band members contributed to this book in 2016, so the picture 
painted is vivid. 

Some stories I was familiar with, like the famous UPC controversy. 
Descriptions of some live shows even piqued my interest to check out 
their live archive once again. The most intriguing discussion centered on 
the song “Great Cop.” The author describes how Ian MacKaye played 
him demos of that riff that first appeared as a Skewbald/Grand Union 
demo. Then he hears another demo by Embrace with the same music. 
Finally it pops up as an Egg Hunt demo. Yes, I know I am dragging you 
down the Dischord rabbit-hole here, but maybe someday we could hear 
snippets of these on Soundcloud one day. Dare to dream! But this book 
reminded me of why I liked Fugazi so much that I saw them close to 
fifteen times when I lived in DC. Pick this up and Joe Gross will help you 
remember, too. Excellent. Sean Koepenick (33 1/3, 333sound.com) 


Sing Backwards and Weep: A Memoir 
By Mark Lanegan, 330 pgs. 

Even if you don’t know Mark Lanegan’s music, the cover of his memoir 
is a tipoff of what’s to come: Sing Backwards and Weep looks like one of 
Bukowski’s Black Sparrow Press releases. I’m a writing teacher and journal 
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editor, so I see a lot of acolytes trying to imitate Bukowski’s style—or, 
worse—his lifestyle. Aspirants and wannabes often think they can fart out 
a genius first draft because Bukowski makes it look easy, but his discipline 
is seldom emulated. Dude wrote every single day, pages and pages, leaving 
most of it on the cutting room floor. 

I can’t speak to Lanegan’s process as a writer, but his lifestyle certainly 
lined up. After appropriately scant discussion of his troubled childhood and 
teen years, Sing Backwards and Weep launches into his career as the singer of 
Screaming Trees—and a grinding, harrowing lifestyle of drinking and heavy 
drugs. Dude doesn’t give a fuck what you think of him or who he offends. 
This manifests in Lanegan naming names, pulling no punches instead of 
relying on the standard rock memoir trope where, ““We were on tour with a 
band that shall not be named and the singer blah blah blah.” He sometimes 
does this, to be fair, but more often than not his references are unveiled. The 
name-naming is fascinating and titillating, to be sure. 

After a point, though, it loses its luster, leaving a morass of substance 
abuse and bad attitude. The latter isn’t of the edgy Marlon Brando (or 
whoever) variety, though. It’s more like, “Why am I reading this? This guy 
sucks.” Mark Lanegan and his bandmates are such dicks to themselves 
and others, such assholes, that I’m guessing that many people won’t be 


literally do what ever you wanted, and you had somewhere to voice that. Part 
of the magic that separates the punk rock communities of Austin (or Dallas, or 
Houston for that matter), with those of New York or Los Angeles is that they 
appeared as a free-thinking oasis in a sea of conservatism and redneckery. 

Of course, the photos expertly catch the legendary roster of bands in 
their prime and in their elements, bands like the aforementioned Big Boys 
and Dicks, Butthole Surfers, and Scratch Acid among many more, but also 
tend to include wide swaths of the audience as well. This aligns with one 
of the key elements of punk rock. No separation of band and audience. 
Everyone is in this together. You can feel it in the photos. Blashill takes it a 
step further by including photos of various scene denizens, often candidly. 
The result is a feeling of family and camaraderie that is palpable. 

The icing on the cake is the other photos that don’t show punk rock at 
all. Scenes of everyday Texan life in the late ’70s and early ’80s show a stark 
juxtaposition to the insanity that was happening in clubs such as Raul’s. Photos 
of the “prayer delegation” at the 1984 Republican National Convention and a 
Ku Klux Klan rally wedged between shots of Gary Floyd or Gibby Haynes 
working a sweaty crowd really hit home the feeling of how difficult it must 
have been to express yourself outside the norm. Interspersed throughout the 
photos are essays by the likes of director Richard Linklater, David Yow, and 


Giving children a feeling of safety is of the 


utmost importance during a crisis. 


able to get through the book. In this way, it’s similar to Trouble Boys, 
that Replacements bio that came out a few years back. When the ’Mats 
are discussed, there’s often a ha-ha element involved, like, “Oh, they said 
‘fuck’ on Saturday Night Live; cool!” But the Replacements consistently 
and repeatedly abusing each other and the people who earnestly tried to 
help them out left a bad taste in my mouth. In Sing Backwards and Weep, 
Lanegan and the Screaming Trees are.similarly awful. 

With all this said, I’m reminded of Kathy Valentine’s memoir A// J 
Ever Wanted, which I reviewed a few issues back. Both Lanegan and Kathy 
Valentine honestly inventory their faults—and their respective memoirs 
reveal plenty of these. It’s no easy feat to reckon with a life of selfishness, 
especially when the touring life becomes one big party. But Lanegan 
eventually hits rock bottom and begins to learn from his many (many, 
many) mistakes. And conducting this sort of self-inventory requires heavy 
discipline, making the Bukowski/Black Sparrow allusion that much more 
resonant. Sing Backwards and Weep isn’t a grocery list of excesses. It’s an 
attempt at atonement, a step. -Michael T. Fournier (Hachette) 


Stuff of Horror Movies, The , Vol. 4 
By Gabe Edwards 

The absolutely essential guide to incidental objects found in horror movies! 
Each page represents a different horror movie and is filled with full color 
illustrations of objects that piqued Edwards’s interest. The end goal is being 
to document 666 films; this volume contains #111 through #148. Honestly, 
I’m only familiar with about twelve of these movies, but I thoroughly enjoyed 
every page. You start to notice the common elements that were chosen to 
draw. Was there an axe in the movie? It definitely gets drawn. A bottle of 
hard liquor? That’s getting drawn. Wait, there was a classic sky blue My War 
T-shirt in Us? I don’t remember it but it’s on the page so it must have been 
in the movie. Equally interesting are the objects that are chosen to fill up 
the between space, the Scrabble tiles, marbles, bullets, or ants (Hereditary). 
You’ll never look at an Oh Henry! bar (Hocus Pocus) the same way again. 
—Daryl (Gabe Edwards, | E. Julian St. #117, San Jose, CA 95112) 


Texas Is the Reason—The Mavericks of Lone Star Punk 
By Pat Blashill, 241 pgs. 

To know me is to know my obsession with music from the state of 
Texas. To this day, I can’t figure out how a kid from the west coast of Canada 
wound up with such a deep case of Texan music love, but here we are. While 
this goes for all kinds of music, it is predominantly focused on punk rock. 
My love of Lone Star punk spans from the likes of Big Boys and The Dicks 
though Riverboat Gamblers.and The Marked Men through to today. 

Pat Blashill was there at the dawn of punk rock coming to Austin. He 
had a camera, and he knew how to use it. This book is an extensive collection 
of Blashill’s photo documentation of a time where punk meant you could 


—Rosie Gonce | The Virus 


Butthole Surfer Teresa Taylor, but also people who were part of the scene, but 
perhaps not recognizable names. This again brings home the feeling of family 
and community rather than focusing on band members only. 

This is an incredibly satisfying inside look at one of the most beloved 
scenes in punk rock history. Now go write your own book. —Ty Stranglehold 
(Bazillion Points, bazillionpoints.com) 


Virus, The 
Written by Miguel Chen, Illustrated by David Buist, 32 pgs. 

The Virus, written by Teenage Bottlerocket’s bass-playing yogi Miguel 
Chen, is a beautifully cartoony, hopeful, and honest story. The book was 
created to help children, preschool-aged and up, understand (and see the 
bright side of) the current pandemic. It is a simple (true/generalized) story 
of how parents heard of COVID-19 from the news and then suddenly 
everything drastically changed. These changes are exemplified through 
Buist’s bold (and “Cartoon Network”-esque) illustrations of closed schools 
and empty workspaces. It briefly covers how families were worried but— 
staying true to his Buddhist philosophy—Chen offers a positive perspective 
by appreciating the extra time spent with loved ones. (I am reminded of the 
popular Buddhist saying, “Pain is unavoidable, suffering is optional.”) Chen 
offers children the best two. messages they could possibly receive during 
this uncertain and tumultuous time: “Things are going to be okay,” and 
“We have each other.” The sentences are short and straightforward, and the 
illustrations are humorous (scientists fist-bumping) and diverse (mixed-race 
families/characters of different ethnicities), creating an appropriate balance 
of being comically lighthearted but also relevant and relatable. 

Although the book is simple, it can very easily be the basis for important 
and therapeutic talks a caregiver can have with any concerned school-aged 
child. Chen was able to tackle an important issue like the pandemic and 
avoid even the slightest politicization of it. At first, I thought the book may 
have benefitted from including facemasks on characters. But now I see that 
by mainly focusing on the school/work closures and stay-at-home orders, it 
actually feels like a more accessible and more widely applicable message. 
By optimistically looking forward to when scientists discover a cure, 
Chen gives his readers some much-needed reassurance. Giving children a 
feeling of safety is of the utmost importance during a crisis; and with the 
combination of reassuring children that the virus is temporary and that we 
are all in this together, Chen succeeds at this. Books are often a “go-to” 
tool for many parents/caregivers struggling to help their children understand 
complex issues. I also appreciate that this was published so recently and in 
such quick response to the advocacy and acknowledgment for children to 
have an understanding to this life-changing, worldwide event. —Rosie Gonce 
(Zarfling Platoon Books & Games, zarfling.com) & 
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Go-Go's, The: Streaming on Showtime 

The Go-Go’s were a pop/new wave band that was huge in the 
1980s. They were the first band made up of all women who wrote 
and performed their own songs to get a number one record—and still 
are the only band to get that title. This 2020 documentary starts with 
their humble punk beginnings, to playing stadiums, their break-up, 
and ending with their eventual reformation in a fast-paced hour and 
thirty-eight minutes. 

All the members and ex-members are present, including Margot 
Olavarria, the bass player who quit the band because they stopped 
playing punk songs. Members of the Go-Go’s had no intention of 
sticking to the punk clubs and turning away major tours. Drummer 
Gina Schock was ready to sign that major label contract on day one. 
Since the beginning of the Go-Go’s they were driven by the idea 
of playing for millions of people. But the filmmakers and the band 
themselves want you to know their roots are in the L.A. punk scene. 


Despite that personal judgmental point of view, this movie is very 
fun and full of amazing stories about four unapologetic coked-up 
women touring the world. Cocaine is almost like a running joke in the 
documentary. One of my favorite quotes from the film is from Schock 
referencing the Rock in Rio Festival— “Charlotte (guitar) was so out of 
control that Ozzy Osbourne threw her out of his dressing room. And that’s 
pretty fucking bad.” (Don’t do coke, kids.) 

A big gripe I have with the movie is the constant rhetoric that the 
Go-Go’s were a very popular all-women band who wrote their own 
songs. But other than Kathleen Hannah, you don’t see or hear from other 
women in bands. For example, there is an arc about how the band went 
on tour with the Specials and Madness. Members of both the Specials and 
Madness talk about how the Go-Go’s were rocking every venue and the 
audience couldn’t believe they were girls. The Bodysnatchers, a seven- 
piece, all women ska band were also on that 1980 tour. And other than 
seeing a glimpse of the band name on a flier, they are never interviewed 
or mentioned. 

And a minor annoyance I have is with the archived footage has some 
very out of place sound effect overdubs. Including spitting sound effects. 
It’s very off-putting. 

I walked away from this documentary having more respect for The 
Go-Go’s music and I’ve had songs stuck in my head for several days. 
However, I now have a strong dislike for Belinda Carlisle due to her 
constant selfishness and throwing band members under the bus or to 
the curb. Like most huge rock bands, money was a big issue and why 
Jane Wiedlin quit the band. The Go-Go’s discuss their experiences in the 
band as toxic and as Wiedlin puts it, “We’re like sisters. Sisters who are 
constantly stabbing each other in the back.” 

Despite my complaints, it’s a good time and worth signing up for a 
free Showtime trial just to watch. It’s a nice way of seeing how money, 
ego, and fame can fuck up a friendship—and how losing all of that can 
rekindle one. It may be the funniest music documentary I have ever seen. 
And everything Jane Wiedlin says is amazing. Including this bit from one 
of the band’s 2018 practice sessions, “My god, do we have the mother 
fucking beat!” —Rick V. (Showtime) & 
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THE SCHIZOPHONICS - BLACK TO COMM 


TO CELEBRATE PIG BABY’S 3°° ANNIVERSARY WE OFFER A 
SPECIAL LIMITED HAND NUMBERED 2 SONG 7-INCH FROM THE 
BAND THAT STARTED IT ALL FOR US, THE SCHIZOPHONICS. 
THE BAND BLAZE THRU 2 FUN COVER TUNES OF BLACK TO 
COMM AND REMAKE REMODEL. LIMITED TO 1000 AND WILL 
NOT BE PRESSED AGAIN. 





FOR OVER 30 YEARS DEKE DICKERSON HAS BEEN MAKING 
GREAT RECORDS WITH BANDS LIKE UNTAMED YOUTH, 
THE ECCO-FONICS AND GO-NUTS JUST TO NAME A FEW. 
WE ARE HONORED TO PUT OUT THE DEBUT OF HIS NEW 
BAND, DEKE AND THE WHIPPERSNAPPERS. THIS 4 SONG EP 
COMES SMASHING THRU THE SPEAKERS WITH TIMELESS STYLE 
AND OUTSTANDING GUITAR WORK YOU’D COME TO EXPECT. 
HAND NUMBERED LIMITED TO 1000. 


: DEKE AND THE WHIPPERSNAPPERS 





DEADBOLT- TIKI MAN 


17 TIME ON VINYL, REMASTERED WITH LINER NOTES. DEADBOLT 
PUT OUT THIS CLASSIC IN 1994 WAY BEFORE THE TIKI CRAZE 
THAT IS HAPPENING TODAY. BEAUTIFULLY REMASTERED 
WITH SOME OF THEIR BIGGEST CUTS “PATCHES THE CLOWN” 
AND “WHO THE HELL IS MRS. VALDEZ”. ALSO AVAILABLE FROM 
DEADBOLT ON PIG BABY ARE THE LP’S VOODOO TRUCKER, 
ZULU DEATH MASK AND TIJUANA HIT SQUAD. 
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chris: So we’re coming from the ’90s, and 
ye’re hoping that you can tell us that things 
ot better in the last twenty years. 


ierce: [laughing] This is so sad! 

uben: Nah, I’m glad to tell you that the 
shit’s still going hard. We’re still generally 
he niggas. [laughter] A lot of times, they put 
he token Negro of their community on the 
xig. So it’d be us, another hardcore band, and 





what part of the country. We hit the West 
Coast—it’s not weird because there are just 
more brown people around. In some other 
places, you can feel the difference when 
you get there. Like, “Hi, do y’all have black 
friends or is it just like, ‘We booked these 
black people because we’re supposed to?’” 
It definitely breeds a level ofawkwardness 
re, until we literally finish playing our 


see some people just like, “Huh?” Then, the 
second we’re done playing, they’re like, “Oh 
my god, you guys are great.” It’s just like, 
you’ve been looking at me from the side of 
your eye for the last two and a half hours. 
Why did it take this music that you got a link 
to before you got here? 

This is back when we had two tall white 
kids in the band, so people got weirder as 


probably a lot of people’s intro to your band. 
I was wondering how you feel about that. Are 
you guys, like, “the band that got arrested?” 
What was the result of that for you? 

Ruben: There’s a lot of weirdness with that, 
because we’re very thankful that the money 
was sent, that we got it to help out homie. 
But there’s a weird thing where people were 
like, “They made this up!” And we’re just 





really was a lot of people 
question territory and pe 
close to being like, “Th 
wasn’t fun. It didn’t help 
that we actually got the 
home, bul. 

Pierce: It actually perma 
in some ways 

Ruben: Yeah, it became at 


